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IHE Editors ©f Public Journals have been plens- 
c(l to express their epontant'oua Bentinicnts ia 
favor of some of the poctns in the follosvlni; 
work. From a inQltiplicity of compVtmeutarj 
remarkst and public notices^ the subseqaent onet. 
are extracted.. 

** In ibe followib^, a% wellfrom the iDitials \V. R. 
as frorti the elegant flow of genius, wc recognize 
the pen of the distinguished American poet, Wii- 
liaai Raj» Esq.'*^ Palladium of Libert if. 

** The Sacred Melodies of Bjron and Moore, 
haive been much admired, and many of them very 
j^ustly : but we di) not recollect one of them, and 
we liiaire read tliem aJl, which we think superior to 
the following, which ii^/'avowedJy from the pen of 
IVilliam Ray.'» Ftougfi-Boy. 

** The following beautiful lines are from the pen 
of William Ray, Esq. ol Onondaga, whose poetical 
effusions have often delighted the public, and whose 
genius and taste ought to have secured ta him toe 
smiles, , instead of the sternest frowns^. of For- 
tune.'' ■ ^ J)reW'Fork Statesman. 

" The following poem is from the pen of Wil* 
liam Rayj that favorite of genius and son of mis- 
fortune.''" Mbavy Register. 

**Mr. Ray, as a poet, possesses genius of no or- 
dinary cast. Many of bis eftusions, humorous, 
moral and sentimental, we have read with great 
pleasure, and we have no doubt he will make an 
j^itei:esting. volume. J\'*eW'York Spectator. 
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** We can judjre of the general character of thte*' 
Poems proposed to be published by William Raj,, 
only by the merit of such of 'them as have occa- 
sionally appeared in the public nevi j^papers. Those 
ve have seen, evinced, in our opinion, genius of 
no coram o» order, genuine poetic taste, purity of| 
sentiment, and occasionally a richness of figure 
and harmony of style, fully equal to some of the 
eminent English poets. His religious effusions 
breathe the l^rvor of sincere demotion, and speak 
the sentiments and feelings of the cheerful Chris- 
tian, ' who looks through Nature up to Nature's 
God ;' his moral and sentimental pieces are such 
as he who loves Virtue for herself alone, wouid 
fasten on his memory y and his humorous prodtift- 
tions never degenerate into ' lascivious lyrics,' but 
' uniformly convey a lesson slyly to the heart.' '* • 
^eW'Fork Journal and J'airon oJ^Jndustrtf:,^ 



PREFACE. 

Ft. is said, 1' tbink by Dr. JohnsORy 
that a work which requires an apology 
from the author for making it public, 
for tfiat very reason never ought to Be 
published. As to the literary merit of 
a work, this may be true ; but in some 
other respects, it may not. I niust beg 
leave, therefore, to dissent from this 
general opinion of the great Doctor, so 
far as to say, that several of the follow- 
ing poems were written without much 
study or reflection, as the spontaneous 
thoughts of^the writer^ at times of great 
political excitement ; and that they have 
been retained in this publication, not to ^ 
revive party prejudices, but only as 
specimens of the spirit of those times, 
now past, when the writer thought pro- 
per to exercise the common privilege of 
expressing his sentiments in this form, 
and which he then chose — that is, in ai 
loose and careless set of rhymes. — 
SHiould he be so unfortunate as to give 
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offence to any of his readers, all hehfi» 
to say, is, that he shall bevereiy Itiineiit 
such a perverted construction of liis 
meaning', and shall not cease to declare, 
tliat it is far,. very far from Ids intention 
to give the ieast umbrage to any of his 
fellow^ citizens in the subsequent pa- 
ges, either in a moral, political, relh- 
g;|ouSy.or any other point of vievv^ 
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W'romthe Albany Register^ Feb, 28, 1817. W 

- NATIVE GENIUS. 

We are indebted to William Ray, Esq.orOnon- 
daga, for the following pious and beautiful eifusion* 
Mr. Rat is a self-taught genius. Man^ of his po« 
ems are very excellent, and want nothing but the 
prunings and graftings of his own judgment, in a 
deliberate moment, to render them worthy of uni- 
versal patronage. 

In Religious Poetry, a new era is commencing. 
The plain and almost literal versions of tlie Psalmi 
of David, in metrical composition, which have hith- 
erto stood unrivalled, are giving way to . jersiona 
of a more figurative and poetical cast, mm the 
pens of Byron and Moorb. The latter, we think, 
excels in his flights in this exalted and sublime re- 
gion of the Muses. But oar own Ray, if he would 
but devote hintself to the task, mio;ht prove that 
Europe is not the exclusive seat of the Muses, nor 
the only source of sacred melodies, calculated to 
Inspire a relish for Scriptural reading, and to in- 
struct and delight the Philosopher and the Chris- ^ 

tian. * . 

In the following effusion, we perceive the son of 
adversity, calmly smiling at the storms of life^ 

B 



10 POEMS. 

which serve but to point him to a hio;her sphere of 
existence, to animate his hopes and bris;hten his 
prospects of " another and a better world. ^^ 

' " They that sow in tears, shall reap in joy <?^ 

Psalms. 

CONTRITE mourner ! though thy tears. 
Like the melting show'rs of spring, 
^m Fall from clouds of grief and fears. 

Fruitful harvests shall they bring ; , ■ 

Harvests where no toils annoy. 

Sown io tears, but reap'd in joy. 

Uast thou lost a bosom friend. 

Buried lifeless in the clay? 
Of thy sorrows see an end. 

At the last great harvest day : 
Though his body worms destroy, 
SoWn in tear^, 'tis raised in joy. 

' Bisappointroentg hast thou found* 

Disconcerting ev'ry scheme ? 
,Sow thy hopes in heav'nly ground^ 

Earthly bliss is all a dream : ' 

Pleasures fatally decoy, 
Reap'd in tears, if sown in joy. 

Keen afflictions dust thou feel. 
Poverty, disease, and pain ? .-^ j 
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Know, the hand that <vounds can heal, 

Temp'ral loss— eternal gain : 
Rich the harvest, sweet tli' employ. 
Sown in tears, to reap in joy. 

Sent to call the wand'rer home, 

Lov'd, if chasten'd by the LORD. 
Lo ! he bids the contrite come— 

By his spirit — in his word- 
To exchange a puerile toy. 
For a world of endless joy. 

Wounded mourner ! cease to weep. 
Though foul crimes may stain thy soul. 

Boundless Mercy, free and deep. 
Bids thee wash, be clean, and whole ; 

Then go reap, with no alloy. 

Harvests of eternal jot. 



From the Flomgh Boy, 

In a former number, we mentioned Mr Ray as a 
poetical writer of more than ordinary merit. The 
ibllowinff effusion will justify our opinion. The 
Sacred Melodies of Byron and Moore have been 
much admired, and many of them very justly. — 
But we do not recollect one of them, and we have 
read them all, which we think superior to the fol- 
lowing, which is avowedly from the pen of William 
Bay. 



13 POEMS. 

THE church; 

PUEE and holy is the source. 
Whence thy stream, ZioDi rose ; 

See, majestic in its coupse. 
Regions vast it overflows. 

Fertilizing like the Nile, 

Barren continent and isle. 

Angel-ministers attend- 
On its flow'ry margins meet— - 

Heavenly-choral anthems blend, 
(Music ravisliingly sweet) 

With a SAVIOUR'S voice divine, 

Turning all its floods to wine. 

Ho, ye thirsty, gather round, 
Drink your everlasting fUl ! 

Hear the gospel tidings sound— 
*' Peace on earth, to men good willP 

Tet unbroKen is thjs strain. 

Heard upon the shepherd'^ plain. 

CHRIST, the I^ishop of our souls. 
Open will the channel keep; 

Free the tide of mercy roils. 
As the billows of the deep; 

Broad and copious as the wave, 

Is tite uiissi^is that he gave i"^^ 
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^Ev^ry creature go and teach^ 

You I send as I am sent, 
IVide ordained my word' to preach, 

Cailiug millions to repent,— 
This uninterrupted line 
Shall be endless— is divine." 

Lo the CHURCH of CHRIST appears 

Fair in lustre as the moon ! 
Brighter, from the night of years. 

Than the cloudless Sun at noon— 
Terribly she moves along. 
As an army-bannerM throng! 

Life dispensing as she goes. 

Glory beaming from her face. 
Conquering her rebellious foes, 

By the powV of boundless grace- 
By the Spirit's two-edg'd sword — 
Througn the might of CHRIST our LORD. 



DEATH, 
DEATH !— What a dreadful thought to those 

Who build their heav'n on earth, and lay 
The basis of their future woes, 

AVhich floods can never wash awav. 

On rocks — whilst all their hopes must stand 

Like dwellings bu't uiion the »iua. 

B 2 



14 POEMS; 

Plagues, like the billows of the deep, 
Around their frail foundations pour ; 

Their honors level'd at a sweep, 
And lo! their glorj is no more ! 

Eternity's tremendous waves 

Of ficrj vengeance, 'prove their graves! 

Death! — how appalling is the sound 

To age yet unprepared to die — 
To AGE who surely roust have found 

That life's last watch is passing by. 
And yet, C madness ! never seem 
To wake from folly's awful dream ! 

DeAth ! — how alarming is the call 
To youth, by lawless pleasures led. 

Who see their iamates daily fall,' 
Amid gay sports among the dead f 

And yet their dangerous course pursue,. 

With naught but keen remorse in view, r 

Death ! — Darjc and dismal is the sight, 

To all who are of sin the slave ; 
To those who never saw that light 

Which cheers our passage to the grave; 
To those who never felt that love, 
Which charms theraptur'd hosts above. 

But — Death! how welcome to the soul 
Discas'd and sorrowing — pain'd with fears^- 
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Till bf a lively faith made whole. 
And wash'd in penitential tears, 
It longs to mingle with tlie bless'd- 
Longs for a heav'n of holy rest. 



HYMN FOR THANKSGIVING. 
December 2S, 1819. 
TO THEE, ALMIGHTY LORD, we raise 
Our hearts and hands in pray'r and praise. 
For all thy mercies plead and prove 
Thy word is true, that " God is love." 

How many dangers, woes and fears^ 
Have pass'd like dreams of other years^ 
How many blessings from above, 
Sound as they fall, that '< God is love." 

That pestilence, whose venom'd breath 
Jnfus'd the very life of Death, 
The voice of mercy bade " remove," 
And thus procTaim'd that ** God is love/' 

The bounteous products of the soil, 
•The rich reward of honest toil. 
To praise the Lord our tongues should move. 
For these attest, that " God is love." 

Freedom her golden gifts extends 
To us, her faitbial chosen friendf j 



The breeze of health waves every grovc^ 
And gently whispers, " God is love/* 

Science her light around us pours, 
Religion triumphs— -Faith adores. 
While peace, the henrenly turtle-dove, 
Coos in soft strains, that " God is love.** 

But brighter attestations shine ^^., 

Recorded in that Book divine. 

The saviour's mission from above. 

Seals the great truth, that GOD is LOTR 



TO A CHRISTIAN b:eLIEVER UNDER 

AFFLICTION. 
HEIR of immortal glory ! why 

At care arid want repine ? 
Hast thou not joys enough on hiig;h ? 

Are not heav'n's treasures thine ? 

Treasures which neither moth nor rust 
Corrupts, nor thieves can share ^ 

But opened by the pure and just. 
The key of faith in prayer. 

Why then so wretched? come, relate 

What weighs thy spirits down ? 
Has Friendship turnM h«r love to hate, 

And left thee with a frown ? 



* 
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POEMS. ir 

Has base Ingratitude repaid 

Thy favors with disdain. 
A menial Id thj gifts array'd» 

Grown insolent and vain 1 

Has Happiness, with all her charms^ 

When blessing thee a while. 
Gone to some envious rival's armB| 

Now basking in hec smile ? 

Bo foes encompass thee around. 

And threaten to destroy 
That peace which only can be found. 

In calm domestic joy ? 

Is not the Almighty Lord thy friend. 
Though friends are faithless hereB 

And canst thou not ou him depend,. 
To vanquish every fear ? 

Has Death, with cold unsparing hand. 

Thy brightest hopes laid- low, 
In heaven those hopes shall Ijve, expand, 

Re-bloom, and brighter grow. 

Atid though the world with scornful look* 

Thy low estate despise, 
"With patience iirni those insults brooks 

Thoufav'rite of the skies. 
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A few more jears, (perchance a day) 
Shall waft thy soul above, 

Where every tear is wrp'd away, 
And all is peace and love. 

Heir of immortal bliss ! then why 

At worldly woes repine? 
When all heav'ii's joys before thee He; 

And are by promise thine. 



RELIGION. 

Ask bat the man who has a head ^ 

Susceptible of thought; 
A heart not all to virtue dead, . 

But feeling as it ought ; 

Whether he candidly believes 

Religion all a jest; 
A farce which purposely deceives. 

To make the soul unblest? 

Would God, all merciful and just, 
A weapon thus employ. 

Our hopes to prostrate in the dust, 
And stab our only joy ? 

Ah, no — what millions answer no. 
Who feel its vital pow'r. 
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A balm for evVy poignant woe. 
In trouble's painful hour :•*- 

A lamp which casts beyond the. grave 

Its ever cheering raj ;— 
A ransom for the hell-boutid slave — 

And endlessj jojous day / 

Wfiat can tlie atheist, in exchange. 

Give for so great a prize ? 
Annihilation's lot (iiow strange) 

For kingdoms in the skies — 

A few base sordid pleasures, here. 

Scarce worth a fool's pursuit ; 
And for eternity a year I 

A seraph for a brute J 

Blot from the universe the sun. 

And evVj.piler light : 
See all creatioti's works undone. 

And sunk in endless night ; 

Take, ruthless infidel, away. 

Whatever else you can, 
'. But leave, O leave us mental day^ 
The light of God toman. 
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SPREADING OF THE GOSPEL. 

STAR IN THE WEST. 

•ind I will give him the Morning Star, — Rev. 
T' ILLUME the earth's benighted face. 
With beams of all-redeeming grace*— 
To $i;ive that face, in tears erewhiio, 
A placid, heav'niy joyous smile- 
To light the weary world to rest, 
A star is rising in the west. 

With lastre mild and look serene. 

The fair phenomenon is seen ; 

A lamp, to guide the darksome waj 

Of infidelity astray, 

Sack to the regions of the blest-— 

A star is rising in the west! 

Has nature, then, reversM her scheme? 
Does from the west a day-atar beam^ 
Yes— But it is not nature's light ; 

A star more heav'nly, pure and bright, 
"Shines from the Great Immanuel 's breast. 
To light the nations in the west 

When stars of night and suns of day, 
"Extinguisli'd shall have passed away; 
And this vast universe decay'd— 
Bissolv'd to nothing but a shade. 
Of that supernal gem possess'd. 
The star that's rising in the west. 
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=When stars of night, and suns of daj, 
Extinguish'd, shall have pass'd away; 
And this vast universe, decay'd— 
DissolvM to nothing but a. shade. 
Of that supernal gem possessed. 
The star that's rismg in the west, 

What joyful millions shall behold. 
And feel,' its mysteries unfold — 
A sun of glory, brighter grown. 
Blazing around JArovab^s throne ! 
By all the rahsom'd throng confess^d^ 
The sidr thatiUiW iUuwes t/te wtst. 
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A PRECIOUS BALSAM. 
i7HERE is a balsam all may find. 
To heal the iriheply-wounded mind. 

Though mortal may that wound appear ; 
- The lame, the halt, the blintl, the deaf. 
The dumb? the dying own relief. 
Nor is it what the world calls dear; 

Ai costs the broken heart a sigh-«^ 

The contrite spirit, prfljfV; 
. It costs the penitential eye, 
.▲look for mercy f^ere. 
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Rich is the treasure : for it gives 
To ey'rj needy soul that lives. 

The gold of health, for dross — 
For trouble, joy — for sorrow, blis? ) 
Andy in a better world than this, 

A kingdom for a cross. 

nris not the merchandize -of earth. 
Her empires pe'er contain'd its worth ; 

In realms of heav'i;i. alone. 
There, on the Tree ofLiJe^ it grows. 
Where the full stream of mercy flows. 

Around the ALMIGHTY'S throne. 

Angels in pity bear it thence, 
As mortals seek the prize*!^ 

The rich catholicon dispenser- 
It opens blind-born eyeS ! 

From tongues that never spake before, 

The deaf now hear loud anthems roar ! 

The Qreai Physician's skill. 

The tenor of their song ; 
The same that cures has pow'r to kill. 

Or anguish to prolong. 

No analyzing powV 

Its properties require ; 
No flames refine it, or devour, 

Nor hell's eternal fire* 
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S!ho\fn iQ a thousand Tarious clime&-*» 

Bj spurioiis terms espress'd ; 
Thougii there the bigot^s bloody crimet 

Are often with it dress'd ; 

Yet to apply its genuine pow'r. 

How few have found the art — 
'Tib known — 'tis call'd — in death's dread houi!^ 

RELlQION-^f the heart. 



[[Sensible that nothing can be added to the beau* 
ii and sublimity of the Scripture, the Author, in 
the following, has not aimed at any embellishments 
of style, but merely to give a plain literal versifica- 
tion — not with the hope of improving upon the in- 
spired penman, but with the view of turning the 
reader's more deep attention to the awful story, as 
related in the sacred volume of Divine Truth.] 

THE RICH MAN AND LAZA?.US. 
A CERTAIN rich man, worldly blest, 
la purple and fine linen drest, 

Liv'd sumptuous ev'ry day ; 
And lo ! a beggar at his doors. 
Naked and starving, full of sores, 

la humble posture lay ; 

Graying the scanty crumbs that fell. 
Around his table, furnish'd well)-. 
With high, delicious fare ; 
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E^en dogs their sympathy express'd^ 
And to the way-worn 8tranger*guest, 
Show'd ev'ry tender care: 

Their soft and healing tongues applied- 
Tongues to the use of speech denied^ 

How eloquently mute I 
Proclaiming more than language can^ - 
The cold benevolence of man^ 

Contrasted with the brute! 

But whtaian awful sequel flows 
From human grandeur— human woes^ 

And how reversM the scene ! 
From earth to heav'n — from heav'n to hell^ 
The one was call'd-^-the other fell-^ 

A yawning gulph between ! 

From regions of eternal pain, 
The rich man lifts his eyes in vaipi 

To realms forever blest-^ 
Sees Laz'rus, late his haughty scorn* ^ 
Whom glorious vestments now adorn. 

In Abratn's bosom, rest. 

« Send Laz'rus/ was the fruitless pray'r^ 
From the lost soul of ghast despair, 

With flaming tortures wrung, 
* In water let his &nger dip, 
And touch, if only with the tip. 

And cool my burning tongue*?^ 
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« Remember, sod>' tlie Patriarch cried* 
' In all .the pomp of wealth and pride» 

Thou recently didst roll ; 
Laz'rus, then doom'd to want andpaTn, 
Now in immortal bliss shall reign^ 

While torments rend thj soul.' 

Fraternal feelings nature's dart, 
Pierc'd the hard isentre of a heart - 

Condemned to endless woe; 
' To my five brethren Laz'rus sendj 
To warn them of my fearful end* 

Lest they the like should know.? 

T%us roar'd the hopeless heir of hell. 
Whom sainted Abram deigns to tell ; 

* The ])rophets and the law 
They have ; and let them see in those^ 
How free Almighty mercy flows^ 

And thence salvation draw.' 

•T^ay, father Abram,' answer'd he*. 
' But if a ghostly form they see* 

On such commission sent* 
Surely a message from the dead. 
Would strike their souls with quiv'ring dread^ 

And cause them to repeat. 

'If Moses and the prophets they 
Refuse to follow and obey— ' 

C 2 ^ 
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Beireve, (said he) * embrace — 
Not all the terrors of the grave. 
Of death and hell, the wretch shall save^ 

Who spurns redeeming grace.' 

Thus /snds the dialogue between 

The bless'd and curs'd— ^tremendous scenei 

Hell kindling with the great ! 
The niggard souls of misers, too. 
May take an awful, timely view- 

Of their portentious fate. 



From the Plough^Boy, 
MR. RAY'S ODE. 

The pious reader will be highly gratified in the 
perusal of Mr. Rat's ode, in our columns of this 
day. We understand Mr. R. contemplates pub- 
lishing a revised and corrected edition of his poems. 
If so, we cannot but wish him success. The most 
of them are pious effusions, and many of them 
written in the tn^e spirit of poetry, and the fervor 
of genius. 

DEATH OF THE CHRISTIAN— AND THE 
PRAYER OF FAITH. 

^ that I might die the death of the llighteous^\ 

i. 
JOYFUL, and yet tremendous hour. 

When from the dungeon «ell of clay. 
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The sou], by Death's ilissolving powV, 

Breaks forth — looks round — and all is daj-* 
A vast eternity before 

The disembodied spirit lies 
And sluidd'ring on its awful shore. 

The new-born nestling of the skies, ^ 

Grazing and wond'ring, soars with eagle flightj 
Through stars and suns — undazzled at the sight. 

11. 
And Oh! what wonders burst upon the view. 

As Heaven's all glorious splendors wide unfold \ 
What sweet Hosannas-^anthems ever new — 

What thrones of saphire — diadems of gold. 
Of suflPring, spotless virtne, Uti^ reward. 
Await for all the ransom'd of the Lord. 

III. 

The Spirit and the bride say come. 

Enjoy thy ever-blissful home ; 

Again arch-angels strike their lyres—- 
Again Redemption's joyful song. 
Warbled through all the heav'nly throngV- 
From evtTj saint and angel's tongue^ 
In holy chorus pours along. 

And rapturous bliss inspires. 

IV. 
A robe of pure unsullied white. 

The biood-wash'd soul adorns, . 
A crown, with stani of glory bright. 



«l POEMS. 

Stars that have never seen the night, 

Is giv^n by Him whose countenance is ligM, 

Bj him who once was crown'd with thorns. 

V. 
The ravishM soul looks down on earth. 

Benighted world of griefs and fears ; - 
Vast nations buoyant on a scalding ffood» 

Of human misery's tears, 
'Whole kingdoms wreaking with the blood 

Of virtue's holy martyrs, years on years ; 
A World that gave a SAVIOUR birth. 

How wretched---wretched now, that world ap- 
pears! 

VL 
C!ould earthly woes celestial realms invade. 

Overwhelmed with sorrows would the righteous b^ 
But here, forever, thy proud waves are stay'd. 

Thou troubled ocean of mortality ; 
Death and eternity, the wall and line. 
That bars affliction, mortal from divine. 
No dreams of sufferings past, or worldly woe$j 
Disturb the tranquil nnorn of Faith's repose ; 
But rest unceasing to the saint is given. 
And all the life^ and bliss, and heaven of beaven. 

Vll. 
Oh ! for the wings of the bright early morning. 

Swifter than light would they bear me iway. 
Where those bleat martyrs are both worlds adorniog^r 

Fairer than beauty, and brighter tha&dagr;. 
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OB ! for the death of the righteous and My, 
Oh! for the victVj o'er hell aad the grave. 

Come, blessed momeots, why travel so slowly ? 
QOD» is thine arm not Almighty to save ^ 

Save me from scenes of unparallel'd sorroir» 
Darker than night-clouds that shut out my soul' 

from the blest day-spring of hope on the morroir. 
Thunders of Sinai» how awful ye roll .' 

But, from the regions of glory supernal, - 

Breaks a sweet voice, full of comfort and love, - 

GOD in his mercy, unchanged and eternal. 
Wounds but to heal thee with raptures above> 



TO THE MATERIALIST OR ATHEIST. 
"THERE IS A God"— all nature crits— 

Through boundless space the peean roars ! 
" There is a. God'' — man's heart rep\iei|, * 

Burns and adores ! 

Could matter self eiistence giv&^— 

Work into forms a shapeless clod— 
TJhink— reason — breathe — and move — and live-.. 

Matter were God. 

Batlh%thath n^^'er asqijiri'd such poivVs,. 
'Twoold not b^ mtUUr were it so ; 
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Nor could these mystic minds of ours. 

From nothing flow : — 

Nor could they flow without a source — 

A great intelligent First Gause ! 
"Who* gave to matter life and force- 
To nature — ^laws : — 

Whagare to man a conscious soul-— - 

An emanation of his breath ; 
A part of that eternal whole 

Shall ne'er see^eath* 

• Thers is a God'^— all nature cries — - 

Through boundless space loud echo roars ! 
^ Thbre is a God'^ — heav'n — earth replies^ 

Kneels and adores. 



SUMMER EVENING. 
CALM SUNSET was clothed in a beautiful cloud 

Of crimson embroidered with gold. 
And though you might call it the day's fun'ral 
shroud, 
'Twas splendidly Tich to behold. 

But soon those bright garments'assum'd a dark hue^ 
As day rlight took leave of the skies. 

And Evening was weeping in tear-drops of d^v. 
That fell from her star-beaming eyes* 



JIFhns nature a lessor to. mortals conveysy 

And teaches us duly to mourn 
; The jojs that are past, and the loss of those dajs, 

That.arQ gone, and shall never return.] 

.^The clouds vanishM all, and the full rising meoB 

Again cheer'd the world with her light. 
Surpassing in mildness the splendor of noon^- 
In truth 'twas the.MORNiNo ov migi^t* 

Thus sorrow and gladness, like darkness andda7> 

Alternately rise and depar t 
Alternately brighten the$e visions of clay. 

Or deepen the gloom of the heart. 

The stars thej all haiPd their legitimate queen. 

The heav'ns and the earth wore a smile ; 
. But ah ! the most joyous magnificent scene 
Of nature, shall last but a while. 

:The dark cloud of Death shall envelope us all-^ 
No light on the universe shiner— 
The sun, moon^ and stars, crush the earth as th^ 
fall. 
And perish But virtue divine, 

'That seraph immortal, triumphant shall soilr 

Above the last flashes of time, 
f. Re-land on Eternttt's joy-sounding shoi;e^ 

,4i^. live in herdvm native clinif. 



■A 
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Where brightneiss, transcending the blaze of the 
sun, 

Encircles th' almighty i am, 
/And visible renders the great thre& in omi£— - 

The glory cf god and the lamb. 



TO PART. 
WHAT a heart-piercing verb is this— 
The mnrd'jerDf all earthly bliss — 

O Death, 'tis own'd thy keenest d^«^ 
.A fest'ring thorn to man's repose. 
The sharpest sting of human woes^ 

JsHeav^D^s decree ihai friends must pa&t* 

Think on the death-bed— on the shroud— 
The wailing friends— the sober crowd-^ 
The mournful coffin — ^groaning cart- 
That must so shortlyiiear away 
'This feeble tenement of clay — 

That must the soul and body parti 

' In lifers endearing tender ties. 
We look with fond adoring eyes. 

On all that's precious to the heart. 
The partner of our wedded joys, 
And babes— with such bewitching toyf , 

How can a parent ey^r part! 



k 
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Whene'er thej cluster round my knee. 
In angel innocence, I see 

The charms of nature, not of art; 
Oft as I clasp them to my soul. 
In spite of man the tears will roll. 

To think — O must we ever parti 

And when around the board we meet 
Long absent friends, in converse sweet, 

We feel a secret thrilling smart. 
That soon will come that painful hour, 
(For Time the space will quick devour,) 

The sad adieu, when we must j^or^ .' 

Xerxes, that great victorious chief. 
Wept with unconquerable grief, 

(Ambition gave his tears the start) 
To think his couftless legions must. 
In one short century fall to dust. 

And he with all his honors part / 

But holier sympathies unite 
Congenial souls in pure delight, 

Who steer by love's heaven-guided chart ; 
Aid though affliction's tempests rise. 
Their winds shall waft us to the skies, 

Where friend wUh friend shall never pabt. 



■j 
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From the Plough Boy, 
HOMESPUN POETRY. 

We have a friend who possesses a poetic imagi- 
nation, though not a classical scholar, and is vfit 
now and then to indulge it, especially when sub- 
jects present themselve«i congenial with the cur- 
rent of his sentiments, which are those of a Chris- 
tian Philosopher, and a true American Plough Boy* 

We suspect this friend of ours has been recently 
engaged in paying bis devoirs at the shrine of the 
muses ; and that the following poem is the fruit of 
his harmonious intercourse with the tuneful nine. 
This little poem has been several weeks in aar. pos- 
session; but the reader will agree with us that we 
could not have delayed its publication on account 
of its want n)f merit; for we hazard nothing in as- 
serting that the critic, however fastidious, will find 
much to admire, and little to.censure, in this genu- 
ine native, eifusion. 

The eighth line is perhaps the most, if not the 
only objectionable one in the poem. 

'* Salt iQ lus fin, and lieadfcsi^lia hii hands.' 

The defect in this line is too obvious to need illus* 
tration, and we are satisfied could have escaptid 
the author's notice only in the haste of com position- 
But the picture, in which this faulty line pccur8,^of 
the Plough Boy, rising with the dawn, and *' bnish- 
ing with nasty steps the dews away," in search of 
his team, luring the animals to his giasp, and fiual- 
\j setting them at work, is happily and naturally 
bit off; and the little episode, found in the compa- 
rison between the arts of the Plough Boy, on tnis 
occasion, and those of the political demagogue^ on 
a different one, is not the worst part of this anima- 
ted description. 
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We do not vouch for (ho fact — but are inclined 
to suspect that William Rat, Esq. of Onondaga, 
is the author of this poem. He has written many 
pieces of merit, of more than (ordinary merit ; anS 
were it not that our countrymen are so much dis- 
posed to go abroad for almost every acquisition, 
from literatut^e down to lustring, and from poetry 
down to pin& and padlocks, we should feel Inclined 
to advise Mr. Ray to arrange, revise, and publish 
his poetical works. But the homesimn spirit is not 
widely enough difiused at present. We are still 
too fond of looking to Europe, and particularly to 
Great Britain, to supply our moral and intellectu- 
a!> as well as material and physical necessities. 

The tender and th'e amatory, as well as the patriot- 
ic strains of Ladd, that son of genius and heir of mis- 
fortune, whose muse of energy enlivened the dark- 
est period of our revolution; and the moral, pathet- 
ic, religious and philosophical eflusrons of Rat, an- 
other tavorite of genius, but foot-ball of fortune— - 
to say nothing of the productions cf many interme- 
diate and cotcmporary votaries of (he muses ; 
these may continue to sleep in the poetical depart- 
ments 01 newspapers and magazines, and even the 
lively, pindaric and elegant eftusions wliich at 
this moment appear under the signature of Croak- 
er & Co. should they swell to a voluminous size, 
&fter a short lived popularity, may probably be heard 
of no more; whilst every catch-penny elFort of 
British genius, will be hailed, as at present, in eve- 
ry circle that pretends to literary taste, genius or 
philosophy, not only as a welcome visitor, but an 
indispensable companion in the solitary hour ! — 
How long, Americans, shall these things be ! — Ho>v 
Ion;*: wiliyou subinit to be told, in the taunting lan- 
guage of British Revifwers^ that you have neither 
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genius, taste nor learning; that joii have had, vn- 
deed, in the walks of poetry," a Mr 1) wight ; and 
his baptismal name was Timothy ;^^ and in those 
of philosophy, you '* had a Fran/din, indeed, and 
ma^ afford to live for half a century on his fame." 
'Iliese malicious sarcasms on the literary character 
of our country, are cjuoted from the last Edinburgh 
Revietv ; a work which has been stamped by no or- 
dinary decree of merit, but which lrou>^ the speci- 
men before us, we should say is exltibiting marks 
of decline. J>ut be this as it may, whilst we neg- 
lect our own poets on the supposition that they are 
not equal to thi^se of other clime? ; and in short, 
whilst we give the preference to fort?ign produc- 
tions of almost every kind or descripi ion,; we must 
expect to b(» licld up by other nations as destitute 
of genius, scieiJce and enterprize. But this is not 
the worst of the evil. If we do not encourage our own 
talents, we depress and stifle iV.wi aiiibition, whicU * 
leads to the exeici^eof talent, which s[)rini;s either 
from the desire of fame, or the love of wealth, or 
both ; and vvl>ich constitutes, nexi to richness of. 
soil, and salubrity of climate, the most important 
source of national fame and pjosj erity. 

If the Moral Plough Roy net-d any apology for 
weavino this poem into one of his niunbers, it is (a 
be found in the license he has 2;ivcn himself dlptha-.. 
king such use as he may think proper of the labors 
of his correspondents; besides, all poetry, the epic 
and the amatory, the satyrical and t!ie sentimental* 
with here and there a licentious exc( prion, is calcu- 
lated to imprQ^e the heart,, by invigorating its mo- 
ral energies. The poem before us, inculcates that 
simplicity of life and of inanners, and those indus- 
trious habits, which are the surest foundations oC 
virtue, morality, and human happiness. 
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THE PLOCJGH BOY. 

THE Tlougli Boy, rising at the dawn of day, 
Ilia team to muster speeds his cheerfui ^ay ; 
In hottiei*pun I'abrics, cool, bat cleanly drest— 
Health in his eye, and in his bosom rest-— 
lie feels no dullness, no depression knows; 
Alert from labor, vig'rous from repose, 
liounds o'er the wall, or on its summit stands, 
Salt in Jiisdish, and head-reins in iiis hands; 
Thence from his lips the whistling summons rings. 
Or verbal * jack, jack,' prompt obedience brings ; 
Eachlist'ning steed the well known accent hears. 
Lifts his long head and points his spiral ears; 
LiUrM by the signals of the wily swain, 
Kesponsive neighs, and stamj)S across the plain, 
Licks the tough hand, so friendly seen to wave, 
Tuat feeds to ^'nsnarc, caresses to enslave 

(Thiii^many a deniagoo;ue, election day. 
The pop'lace wheedles, only to bi tray. 
And many a wigUt, unconscious of the guile. 
His independence barters for a smile.) 

Stuno- by those pests that suck their vital gore, 
Tlie frisking vassals, harness'd up bufore. 
And tackled to the plough-beam, onwaixl go. 
Fierce, but submissive, resolute but slow, 
'VVI\ene"cr t.u» rocky soil impedes tlie share, 
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But when the furrowing mould no barrier owns. 
No brush to tangle, and no battering stones. 
Smooth glides the well directed keel alon^ 
And the hills echo with the Plough Boy's song. 

Low is that mind which pride hath taught to seorn 
What GOD bequeathed and destin'd to adorn 
The works of Nature, and to feed the flame 
That warms and animates our mystic frame ; 
The pow'r, the foresight, and the skill to ply;. 
And make a clod prolific of the sky ; 
For GOD hath promised, and to Labor given. 
The dews, the sunshine, and the rains of heaven^ 
Seed time and harvest, plenty and employ. 
Peace undisturbed, and undiminish'd joy. 
Mean is that spirit, slavish is the^ soul. 
To mau's true glory sightless as the mole. 
Which treats the hardy peasant of the plain^ 
With sneering arrogance and chill disdain ; 
From whose brown hand he draws his daily breacL 
And from whose industry a world is fed. 
Shall dusty toil and tillage raise disgust 
In man, whose end and origin is dust ? 
Could our maternal Earth assume a tongue. 
Where all must lie, and whence the proudest 

sprung, 
How would she chide th' effeminate, who dare 
Insult her dignity, and strip her bare 
Of all those honors which the wise and jjood. 
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Have heap'd upon her, since creation stood ! 

BardSy heroes, sages, in those dajs of old. 

When streams were silver, rocks and mountains* 

gold, 
When ev'rj grove a deity possessed, 
And all was peace and plent j, joy and rcst-^ 
Hew'd down those groves, nor deemM the spot 

profaa'd. 
But plough'd and planted where their gods had 

reigned. 

Great Cincinnatus ! statesman, warrior brave,^ 
"Who didst thy country serve— thy country savet" 
Where shines the purest lustre of thy fame ? 
What gives to immortality thy name ? 
Is it thy victVies that thy readers charm— 
Thy siaught'ring sword, and thy puissant arroi 
That crush'd her foes, and quellM tumultuous 

Rome P 
Or tKy calitt virtues, and thy rural home, 
Stor'd with the products ®f the bounteous soil, 
fThe well-earn'd trophies of agrarian toil ? 
The fadeless laurels that adorn'd thy brow. 
Grew from the culture of the labVing plough. 
Held by that hand which armies taught to yield. 
Again triumphant in a brighter field, 
Where genius, greatness, in seclusion, shone 
Above the taudry tenant of a throne. 
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Aidj^reater still t!ian all the chiefs of yore. 
Whose name idolatry mi Jit well atloie — 
Iiiiiiiortal WAhHiN'GTON made lorests bow. 
And learu-d through life to " Venerate the FlonghJ^ 

. Sous of Mf^merica J awake, arise ! 
Lo, biij^ht before vou what a prospect lies / 
A wide extended country, blest and free ; 
Majestic rivers, many an inland sea; 
"\Vai:ing the spade and plough, to bid them pour 
Through vales that never saw nor heard them 
roar — 

Lands rich, productive, facile to obtain, 

Pled;i^e to reward your industry with gain ; 

To waft your surpluss luxuries, where sold. 

And fill your purses with exotic cold ! 

Leave, leave your leaal trafic — gew-gaw stores—- 

Your "dandy" frippVies kick them out of 

doors — 
Change, for a frock, (hat most tremendous cloak ; 
Wield the keen axe, and fell the lofty oak ; 
Your best devoirs to Agiuculture pay. 
And thus to futijre glory PLOUGH your waj« 
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THE MENDICANT. 
POOR, dejected and forlorn. 
Visage bloated, raiment torn. 
Son of njis'ry ! child of wo ! 
Wildlj wand'ring to and fro; 
Whatso'er the cause that led 
Tothj present want of bread. 
Turn, forsaken wretch ! and see, - 
Here is one who pities thee ! 

Heir-apparent once of bliss. 
What a heritage ii this ! 
How hast thou thy title lost ; 
What a heavy bill of cost! 
Bring, bring thy suit again, 
Plead where none e'er plead in vain ! 
Send to HfiAvuihr thy special plea; 
There is One who pities thee. 

Hast thou murdered precious time ? 
Red as scarlet is the crime ! 
Hast thou courted pleasure's smiles. 
Guilt's applause, and flatt'ry's wiles? 
Barter'd in thy youthful days. 
Honor for illicit praise ? 
Virtue's paradise resi^n'd. 
Rest of body, peace of mind, 
'Midst tlie thorns of vice to stroll^ 
Yot a dreoj'y waste of soul? 
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Far from happiness awaj» 
Lost to all but beasts of prey ?■ 
O return, from wand'ring cease^ 
^' Virtue's paths are paths of peace.'' 
Though thy crimes, in number, vie 
With the stars in jonder sky; 
Though thy sins are counted more 
Tha«*the sands upon th^ shore ; 
Bend to Heav'n the suppliant kne^^ 
There is One who pities thee. 
Cease to censure, ceiCse to chide. 
Pimps of pleasure! slaves of pride ! 
Heav'n misfortune oft may send. 
For a wise and gracious end ; 
Wrest from us our earthly joys. 
Puerile riches, painted toys — 
Like a parent snatch away. 
Lest we strangle while we play ; 
Neither let your lips accuse. 
Neither let your hands refuse. 
When a fellow wofrm you see. 
Asking bi^lEid, O mati, of thee. 
Is he guilty — so art thou. 
Is he needy — give him, nov^. 
Trusting to a future day. 
For thy recompence of pay. 
Come, then child of sorrow, come \ 
S^ek my pity, share my home ! 
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^Though as Laz'rus mean and poor, 
. I will never bolt ray door. 

But will bid thee welcome ip« 

Poverty is not a sin ; 

Though my crumbs but thinly fall. 

Thou shalt freely have them all ; 
.What thou art, is nought to me, 
. ,Here is pne who pities thee. 

p * 

" ** 'Twas misfoFtune^s heavy blow 
*' Brought me, as you see me, low; 
** My full cup of pleasure spilt. 
Mingled with the dregs of guilt. 
Is tliere one who cantorgiveP" 

, Yes return, repent and live; 
Heav'n has blessings full and free^ 
There is One who pities thee ; 
Only in his wyrd believe, 

^ Ask, and lo ! thou shalt receive ! 
Seek, and thou shalt truly find 
Heaven on earth-— the rest of mind ; 
Knock, and open'd is the doocy 
J^nter th.ou> but^-DRINK no. mo^ 
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MEMENTO. 

Just on the brow of Oqondaga Hill, close hv fhe 
great western turnpike, at the skirt of a wood, is 
a grave, rendered more gfoomy and solemn by a 
deep gulph below ; which has a tombstone with 
the following inscription — " In memory of Cap- 
tain Benjamin hRAKCH, of the 1st Regt. U.S. 
Light Artillery, a native of Virgihia; who died 
in the Srth year of his age, Oct. 10, 1814, on his 
March to the Frontier." 

TRAVELLER pause— a moment stay — 

Nature^s impulse soft obey ; 

Ere you from the spot depart, 

Read this tombstone — read your heart; 

Learn the lesson each can give— 

Death is sure to all that live ; 

Death is giv'n, to save from death. 

What is dearer far than breath : 

Save the soul from earthly fears. 

Days of grief and nights of tears. 

From the grave's dark prison chains— 
; From eternal hopeless pains ! 
\ What a blessing ! what a prize! 
' 'Tis the day-break of the skies ! 

Transformation how sublime. 

To eternity from time! 

Not t' astonish'd angels giv'n, 

O! phenomenon of heav'n ! 
. But the blessing, though so dear, 
^ V Mortals shun, for mortals fear— 
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:i)read to pass that awful gate, 
'Opeo'd by t'le kej of fate ; 

Black ness» darkness, all within, 
"What a thunder-cloud is sin ! 
■Whence tremendous tUr»*at'n'ing3 roll ! 

Flash upon thcdying soul ! 

Till the beams of mercy shine» 

Then, sun I O sun divine ! 

Darkness thouslialt chace awaj — 

All is morn ing^*cloud less day. 

Here a youth unheeded lies. 

Once the joy of parents^ eyes ; 

Here a heart now lifeless, cold, 
. Once so feeling, once so bold ; 

Ardent, hopeful, courting fame. 

Burning; with the patriot's flame; 

Lo ! extinguished all its fires, 

Lo! the Branch of hope expires! 

V/ ithers in a foreign grave. 

Such the laurels of the brave ! 

Was there when he died of late, 
\Js there none to mourn hi» fate? 

No fond brother's tender soul, 

Wmle the tvars nf anguish roll- 
No kind sister's raining eyes, 
j liooking to the northern skies-^ 

£ 
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No deep-wounded parents' breast* 
Darting, sobbing a request — 
' Tell me, must our hopes be o'er? 

* Tell me, does he live no more ? 

* Where is then his body laid ? 
' Had it decent honors paid P 

* When he saw the summons come» 

* Did he think on as and homt: ? 

* In his illness did he find 

* Strangers pitiful and kind P 

^' * Did the cause he serv'd obtain 
' Mitigation of his pain ? 

* Will his grateful country show 

* Due respect for all our woe ? 

* Bind our broken hearts and chee^ 
' Our sad spirits with a tear ?" 
Yes, his grateful country knows 
All his worth, and all your wq^* 
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EXECUTION 

09rilfcnt\Ri> Smith* in Philadelphia) for the mur* 
der of Capt. John Carson— —August 10, 1816. 

* Tho* jMstic* be thy plea, 
Consider this;— that in the course of justice. 
None of us should see salvation. 

We do pray for tMrctfi 
Aiid that same prajV doth teach us all 
To render the deeds ofmarcy. 

Siiakespeare^^ 
I. 
THE dreadful tragedy is o'er, 

The fatal die is cast I 
Pardon to guilt has barr'd the door^ 
^ And Mercy stands aghast I 

II. 
Merctf — the child of heav'nly love -a 

Whence oceans freely flow. 
Blest theme of seraph-tongues abovey 
And angel tongues below i « 

III. 
Mercy — the only hope of man; 

The rainbow of his fears; 
That smiles away, since floods began. 
The deluge of his tears— 

IV. 
Mercy — thou soul reviving pow'r! 
When Smith implor'd thy grace, 

■ 4u 



4S PO£MS; 

In that tremendous awful hour; 
Why turn away thj face ? 

V. 
Has Justice so vindictive grown, 

'I'hat Mt^rcij cannot spare ? 
Can nau*;lit but blood for blood atone? 
Can death, with death,. repair ? 

VI. 
Methinks I hear that cherub voice. 

Responding to mj lay— 
* Pity and pardon were my cljoice, 
But vengeance fill'd the way. 

VII. 
Foul was the crime— of deepest dle-^- 

Abhorr'd by all that livS; 
Still my prerogative and cry. 
Is always to * forgive.^ 

VI 1 1. 

' If deep contrition mark the soul. 
No matter what the crime, 
Tho' Large as space from pole to pole. 

And multiplied as time ) 

IX. 
My arms the penitent embrace. 

But cannot always save. 
Unless when justice takes my placipi,.. 
I step beyond the (ray^;. ^ 
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X 

^ere still mj sympathies infold. 

There Justice claiiud no inor^ ; 
There bliss unceasing, joys untuld, 

Around the victim pour : 

XI 
For there an AD VOC \TE is found. 

Who once himself was slain 5 
The flood that issued from his vvound^ 

Can wash away the stain. 

XII. 
He knows what human passions are— » 

In love how fierce they rage — 
Rties the orphai:'s lost despair— 

His tenderness of age : 

XIII 
And tho' the horrid act he hates, 

Fori^iveness can bestpw. 
And bid heav'n^s everlasting gates 

Call home repentant woe.' 



On the Massacre of the AxMirican Puisoners, a* 
Dartmou*' Frison, Eni^iaud, iblo. 

HUW burns the blood within our veins. 

To hear tbelE|eigic tate ; 
The crime vmnrDartmour Prison stains. 

Would tumHemuii pale! 
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Infuriate see jonr passions rise. 

While you recite the deed; 
And vengeance flashes from jour eyes^ 

At evVy word you read. 

'Tis manly, patriotic, just. 
And cherish well the flame. 

Till mingling with your mother dust. 
Remember ShortlaniTs name. 

Inscribe it on tjie blacken'd scroll 

Of infamy and guilt ; 
And with infernal acts enrol 

The deeds — the blood he spilt. 

Cold hearted murd'rer! see him stand. 
And hear him give the word! 

Swiit dart the bails, at his command. 
And thrusts the fulgent sword ! 

m 

Unarm'd and helpless, see them fall, 

•Americans are these I 
Slain while they yet for quarters call. 

And murdered on their knees I 

Detested coward ! is it thus 
You conquer highborn foes ? 

The only vict'ry gain'd o'er \i% 
As well your n^Ltioa knows; 
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And long may British valor boast 

One trophy of the war ; 
Let Shortland's triumph be your toasts 

And spread your glory far. 

But while you revel with delij^ht. 
O'er bloody scenes like these. 
Know that a GOD beholds the sighi^ 

And dread his just decrees. 

Know that Americans are brave. 

When vengeance cries pursue j 
Ko foe can meet them on the wavet 

No pow'row earth subdue ; 

If man to man, and gun to gun. 

And ship to ship they close, 
Thp battle instantly is won. 

And " ours*^ the vanquish'd foes. 

So, should another war commence, 

T' avenge our country^s wrongs, 
"While unatonM this foul offence> 

To freemen it belongs. 

Just retribution to bestow 

Upon these savage slaves-^ 
To let their royal masters know 

Colthnibia " mks the waveSi^^ 
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FALSE ESTIMATE OF THE WORLB- 

WHEN titles, wealth, and pow'r combme 

To raise the man unjvist. 
Fools almost worship, as divine^ 

This reptile ot the dust. 

To him mean adulation pays 

■ he tribute other breath ; — 
Nay gives her very murderer praise, 

While in the pangs ot death. 

Friends swarm around his board, like flie^* 

To lick th' entangling: sweet; 
While want in supplication lies, 

A worm beneath hi* feet. 

Talk of idolatry who will, 

Tis e\^ry where the same ; 
E'en Christians have their idolstill. 

And JIOJ^EF IS the name. 

E'en PRIESTS obej its sovereign ** call"— >• 

The ^«od of souls at lu art ; 
And as their wages rise or fall. 

Can tarry, or depart. 

If lean the flock, and short the fleece^ 

Their duty calls—* away^; 
Not all .he eloquence »>rGieece, 

Could flatter them to siaj% 
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T!ie magic of a single word, 

Can give another fold. 
These holy servants of the Lord— 

A larger lump of gold* 

The glitt'ring of a title shows 

The man in wisdom big ; 
Ijike a bright ring within the nose 

Of wizzard's well-learned ' pig»^ 

All stuff — disgusting empty trash—' 

No solid worth appears 
Attendant on the man of Cash— 

A jackass all but ears. 

And yet the onlj passport this. 

To honor, pow'r and fame ; 
The sum of sublunary bliss. 

Is man's eternal shamev 

Wrapp'd in course rags, see g^emuslie, 

Extinguish'd and forgot ; 
Which blaz'd a meteor through the sky, 

£ut perishM where it shot! 

With loads of poverty worn dowu. 

The man of merit stands ; 
Oft the derision of a clown, 

4nd fetter'd bj his han^i* 



5* rOEMS/ 

But there's a retribution day. 
When man shall have his right, 

TVhen dee(k of darkness and distnaj, 
Shall all be brought to light. 

With patience wait GOD'S own due timer 

For come it will, at last. 
When Virtue's recompence sublime. 

Is — Heaven — for Hell that's pasti 



Virtue and Ftc^ Li6crf i/ and Op»r?5fc<non, are be- 
loved and detested, by the good and bud, of alV 
countries and nations." 

THERE is a tie in kindred souls. 

Which nothing can dissever; 
And tiiough as distant as the poles. 

Attractions feel forever ; 
As the same sun illumes and warms, 
60 tlie same spirit lights and charms. 

Conning the leaves of histVy o'er. 
How the heart tl'irills with pleasure,: 

To find the man, who lives no more, 
(Our bosom's dearest treasure) 

Live? — n»ovrs^ccjn\Trftf8 face to face, 

liUfte ^lio^ib lu buaie enchanted plaee« 



'^t^iiue is cv'rj v^here alike> 

Belov'd in ev'ry nation, 
: While Vice neVr fails the mind to strike 

With horrid detestation ; 
Though,, with misnomer , various times, 
Tices are virtues — .virtues, crimes. 

These two great leading chiefs are found, 

Si>ii'lar in size and stature, 
Kriown, but unchanged, the world around, 

Invincible by nature ; 
Eternal warfare is their game— 

Eternal vict'ry— man their aim» 

One seeks his object to de§ti'oy 

Bj captivating splendor. 
And calls up pow'rs in his employ. 

Worse than the witch of Endor ; 
The other uses ev'ry art 
To uawgMwft— but to save the heart. 

_ Enlisted on the side of Vice, 

Are slavery and oppression ; 
Kings, with a heart as culd as ice. 

Join in the black procession ; 
Their motto— prisons, death and pains— 
Their music — groans; their weapons — chaiAfc. 

But Virtue rumhers in her train, 
The wojldVgreat beuefac(ursi» 
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Who always have and tvill maintain 

The name of noble actors — 
Heroes in freedom's glorious cau'se 
Of equal rights, and rightful laws. 

, Grecian and Roman, English, French* 

Philosophers and heroes, 
Jiavc grac'd the field, the bar, the bench, 

(Though all have had their Neroes) 
perish 'd in liberty's defence, 
-Or bled for injur'd innocence. 

Americans have caught the flame, 

O may it burn eternal ! 
A sun to light their path of fame. 

Through groves forever vernal, 
•Where freedem's sacred temple stands, 

Built by immortal patriots'* hands. 

Though fiends of tyranny essay 

This temple to demolish ; 
' To drive its worshippers away. 

Its rituals abolish ; 
As Satan once like lightning fell, 
'Tis proof against the gates of hell. 

Reli«;ion, Virtue, Freedom, Truth, 

'i'he same in ev'ry nation ; 
Their heritage — unfading youth. 

Their ' residence-— creatioi^j' 




-And wlien the last great da j shall come> 
,Ettrmty their joyful home. 



To my young niece, Mlsft Serene F— — who sent 
me a watch-piece, on which was painted an ele- 
gant basket of fruit, bestrewed with beautiful 
flowers ; around it were these lines :— 

" This basket I fill, and present it to you. 
For whom my affection is ardent and- true:'' 

THE fruit which in your basket came. 
Though artificial, dear 5 
..In taste, in fragrance, and in name. 
The sweetest of the year. 

With feelings grateful, tender, warm, ; 

Your offVing was received ; 
. Which to my heart conveyM a charm—- 

A cordial that reliev'd 

A heart which oft hath bled to see. 
And feel, what no one knows, 
' But him, dear girl, who gives to thee, 
A respite of his woes. 

The Toice of friendship, what moresweett 

The coldest blood it thrills! — 

Winds round despair's forlorn rctreati 

B^set witl\ human illi 

F 
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Wooing the wanderer to return. 

And taste of bliss awhile; 
Joy in his breast begins to burn 

It lighttns^in a smile ! 

' But ah ! dear lovely maid, beware. 
As you advance in years ; 
False friendship is a deadly snare — 
A crocodile in tears I 

For under that suspicious name, 

A mI in her garb is found, 
Dwuth to the fair one's spotless fame — 

A more than mortal wound ! 

And while vou paint these fruits and flow'j-s. 

As nature is pourtray'd, 
. Never forget those coming hours. 
When all on eartii must fade. 

E'en that fair hand thy pencil guides. 

Must wither and decay ; 
E'en that warm heart, where heav'n resides. 

Must be as cold as clay. 

May all your life be like your name— - 

Serene, and calm, and clear; 
And may your death be like the same— 

But far reraoY'd the year. 
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To t/u JUfniory of Brijs^, Gen, Zebulon Moxtco- 
jftiuY Pike, who fell at the capture of LlttU 
York, U, a Jlpril 27, 1813. 

IF ever angels, from the blissful skies. 
Look down on mortals with benignant eyes, 
Tis when the brave repose in heav'n their trust, 
Whose cause is righteous, and whose views are just ; 
^Tis on the hero, who, wiien dutj calls. 
O'er death triumphant, nobly fighia and falis; 
If ever grief intrudes on Reav'nij bliss, 
*Tfs when such scenes occur — a sight like this ; 
A scene which causM our sorrowing hearts to swell. 
When Pike so recentlj in battle fell. 

Lov'd bjall ranks, reverM wherever known. 
His name a terror to his foes alone : 
In whom tlwi virtues all were seen to blend, 
In war an enemy, in peace a friend ; 
Oi&pring of honor, valor's fav'rite child. 
Calm, but determined — spirited, but mild ; 
Stern, though not haughty ; affable, tho' grave ; 
Politely resolute, humanely brave; 
In discipline not cruelly severe ; 
His soldiers lov'd him with a filial fear; 
Prompt to iheir needs of what to each belongs, 
J\jst to their rights— attentive to their wrougs 5 
He knew the spirit of the man to save — 
To lead the soldier^ not to drive the slave ;^ 
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T' infuse that valor, which himself possess'iT^ 
Through all his ranks — in ev'ry private's breast. 

In earlj vouth his country's arms he bore. 
When the drear western wilds he traversed o^er; 
In early youth he caught the patriot's flame« 
And planted laurels in the field of fame ; 
The growth luxuriaat, subsequently spread. 
And twined, as if by instinct, round his head ; 
Though now in death th^ warrior's corse lies low. 
On his moist grave perpetual wreaths shall grow ; 
Year after vear reflourish and be seen 
To wear a livelier hue, a brighter green. 



independence: 

AnOdr— 1816. 
I. 

TWICE twenty yeors^have roU'd awryp? 
Since on this memorable day, 
Vv'^as Independence born ; 
The child of heav'n — of eartli the jor. 
Whom no base Herod could destroy^ 
Though feeble and forlorn. 

11. 
Its strength hath increased with its years, till behold/ 

A giant-Collossus it stands; 
A statue like those which wore worshipped of old^ 
When gods were the work of men's hands : 
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Jl^sfadie, though spirit and life it coataias^— 

Breathes^ speaks io a language well knowD> 
** From ail other nations^ to you it bA(|Mg^ '" ^ / 
Ta'€heri8h my bleisings— ^lone :^ 

lit. 
•• To you, Aroericans, I give 

Man's equal rights to share ; 
And be those rights, or die, or live. 
Your ever constant care,'' 

IV. 
Our heroes* lamented. 

Have purchased the prize, 
' Their blood hath cemented. 
Their genius invented— 
With offVings sweet scented. 
The fane where it lies; 

V. 
Lighted by a-fiame of glory,- 
Is the temple^ — on its walls 
Sculptur'd are those deeds in story, 
Which renown immortal calls. 

VL 
And when Britaliia lately sought, again 
To bind otir nation, with a tenfold chain— 
"With all the pow'rs of Europe on her side. 
To her indebted, &nd with her allied — 
While native savages — internal foes, 
With murder, treason, and rebellion rose— 

F 2 
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Thj name, O INDEPENDEVCE! like a cliarm, 
CallM from black heav'ns the meteor of alarm, 
Whi'rh shot like lightning, thro' each dauntless soul ! 
Am! broke, like thunder, with tremendous roll ! 
The bolts of vengeance on our foes were hurl'd. 
And peace, and Independence, bless'd the world! 

vri. 

Such is the magic of thj name, 
And such the wonders of thv faraej 
• Long may thy offspring calmly rest 
Securely on Columbia's breast; 
That breast which glows with noble pride. 
To no legitimates allied. 
Save God and nature— these it owns. 
Above all potentates and thrones; 
From these the people, ev'ry hour. 
Derive and exercise their pow'r ; 
To these amenable for all — 
Masters to whom they stand or fall. 
"With such immortal pow'rs allied, 
"With Go;> and Nature on our side. 
The glorious ^ra let us hail, 
Which gave toman, so weak, so frail, 
A boon so precious from the sky, 
As Jwief eficfence—FOURTH JULY. 

VIII, 
May all other nations, in time, too, rejoice 
To have, for their rulers, the men of their choice— 
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The king 6f all king:s, but no other obej, 
And blest Independence the Universe sway. 



Faith is the snbstanc^ of our hopes* 

Unseen by mortal eyes ; 
Faith is the key of pray 'r, that ope»" 

The treasures of the skies. 

Faith is the dawn of heav'nly light. 
That cheers the doubting soul. 

And drives away those clouds of night, 
That round her vision roll. 

Faith is the rising of the morn — 

The sun's full-beaming rays, 
"When the blest convert, newly born. 

Pours forth his heart in praise. 

Faith is the word of wisdom's choice. 
Which bids all murmVings cease; 

A holy, heavenly still small voice. 
That whispers love and peace. 

Faitu is that power which Death disarms* 

That takes away his sting — 
Quells the pale tyrant's dread alarms, 

And slays the terror-king. 
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Faith heaves the mountain* from its l>a«€. 

And hurls it in the sea; 
Faith is the heaven of God's free grace, 

Prepared, O man, for thee. 



lixjoicB rvilh them thai do rejoice^ and mep Tviik 
thetnthat weep.-^lXom, 12, 15. 

WHEN boly fervor (brills the soal. 

And sympathy divine. 
Bids tears of joy profusely rolJ, 

Around d^votiop's shrine ; 

When deep repentance melts the h^rt,' 

And gushing sorrows iloiv, 
To quench conviction's fiery dart, 

Which gave the wounding blow ; 

When joy supernal soars nloft, 

On faith's unspotted wing. 
And breathing raptures pure and soft. 

In songs that angels sing; 

Or when adversity appears 

With aN her frightful train— 
Death and disease, and groans and teara^ 

And poverty, and pain ; 

• Sin. 
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Ilear« bear this sweet angelic joice, 

Aad luH those fears to sleep— 
V Rejoice with them that do rejoice. 

And weep with them that weep/' 

Abd when to Heayen^s all glorious day 

The pace io heart shall rise^ 
And ev'ry tear is wip'd away 

From ev*ry EDortal's eyes ; 

Eternal happiness to reap, 

Will be your only choice ; 
For then, O there you canaot weep/^^ 

But evermore rejoice* 



THE NEWSBOY'S 

JV>tr-Fear's Address to his Patrons, IStTi 
ANOTHER year has rollM away— 
Another •* happy JVTew-Pi^ftrV day 
Has come, like me, with smiling face. 
Full of hilaritj and grace, 
^oth asking, as the case demands, 
A tribute from your hearts tm&kajidss 

Long have I toil'd your thoughts t' amusf^ 
With pleasing and unpleasing news — 
By turns have brought you from afar, 
The tidings of both pmce and tc'ar— ^ 
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o^ 



Deaths, suicides and horrid criimesT 
Which stain the annals of our times. 
Commingled in the very page 
"Where VirtuR joy of ev'ry «ge. 
And pure teligion, undefil'd, 
Ca1m>holy, dignified, and mild. 
Are seen to flourish, triumph, spread — 
%iround the living— ;/rom the dead. 

Oft have I brought, your eyes to bless^ 
This paper, reeking from the press. 
Teeming with wonder-raising things, 
Done by great potentates and kings—' 
Their proclamations and decrees— 
The words, fools think, of deities— 
Their prostitution — marriage ties, 
Between legitimate allies ; 
Where a few drops of royal bloody 
United form a mighty flood. 
Sweeping before it, as it flows, 
The rights and liberties of those ' 
Unlucky mortals, held in scorn. 
Who happen to be " basely born»^* 
As if the God of nature made 
His image for the sake of trade — 
On purpose to be bought and sold— 
Bartered for crowns — enslav'd for gold J 

Here, too, you frequently have fouiid, 
And tasted fruit from classic grou nd--- 
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• ^'ith Campbell scal'd Parnassus mount, 

/'Or d rant the Udlconian fount — 

With Byron ^ and with Walter Scott, 
. (What reader would not turn a sot ?) 

Have snatchM a mental sweet repast-r- 

Short, for too exquisite to last — 

fteturniDg to our native plains. 

Heard Osborn's sweetly flowing strains-*- 

• But Phillips — whj foi^et his name. 
Whose genius breaks in sheets of flami*. 
Like lightning — darts from east to we^^t. 
Melts all the heart—but leaves it hU*8t— 
Leads up the soul where virtue reigns. 
And leaves it happy— 4iiough in diains. 
With scraps alternately from these. 

We, pt inters, strive t' instruct and please; 
And must our labors all be lost ? 
Nipp'd by a : ird untimely frost ? 
** No"— gen'roa? patrona! — " no"— you cry, 
■And no, our grateful hearts rcp'y* 

Here, also, evVv reader learns 
- Our state and national concerns ; 
How legislators —reader pause — 
Have loaded us with SaVry laws — 
The greatest gluttons of tlie day. 
Have revell'd en the sotdier^s pay. 
Till gorged and surfeite'l with wine,' 
Their seufe of honor they resign ; j 



But jastifj the roeftsnre still,' 

T hough know a to thwart the people's wilU 

.0 shame I where is thy blushing face. 

Hid in a cloud of black disgrace ! 

liberty ! where is thy flight-— 

Gone with the phaivtoms of the night! 

^hey vainly think the wound to heal 

By application of Repeal^ 

^Twili leave a smarts severer fapr— - 

Leave its remembranet, in a scar. 

Yet, thanks to HeaVn^ there's some reiaain» 

Whose garments ne'-er have known a stain-?-^ 

Just as ^risHdest and irue 

As fam'd La$ Ca^sas of Peru ; 

Though here to name them.* would prolong 

The stated limits of my. song ; 

To them we look, to them we praj, 

" 8ave — save oureanntry^*rwhile you mayi*^ 

Now as the year has. jn«t begun 
Again its ann'al race to run ; 
As Time's rapidity of flight^ 
EquallM alone by Jhat of lights 
Fast leads us on from stage to stage-u- 
From youth to manhood -«-up to age«*— 
As thus we journey on theway^ 
Remember all have fare to pay-^ 
That ev'ry mortal wants his due 
^The Printer and the Fost^Boy too) 
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That when we^reaili the common goal. 
And heaven is opening on the soul. 
For fear its golden gates may close, 
And dark interminable woes 
Should be our hopeless — awful fate; 
Heuce let our reformation date. 
Begin the year — our lives anew. 
Keeping eternity in view. 
That when death comes, terrific Kio^ 
** Jippear before thy GOD^^ to bring. 
We may with joy fulness obey 
The ready mandate, while This Day, 
Sweet to th&mem'ry hope inspireB, 
That quenches everlasting fires ; 
A cordial proves your souls to cheer« 
A glorious day, an endless year. 



A VOYAGE, 

INVOCATIOir TO NEPTUNE. 

Written on hoard the Frigate Philadelphia^ ^803. 
NEPTl JNS. attend, god of the vast profound ! ' 
Whose will controls it, and whose powers surround ! 
Wlien Hghtnings flash, tremendous thunders roar, 
And liquid mountains tumble to the shore. 
Thy awtul mandate, sounding from afar. 
Can hU2»h the din of elemental war; 
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The restless billows lull to slumbVing peace ^ 

And bid the whirlwind and the tempest cease ! 

O make, in answer to our fervent praj'r, 

The Philadelphia thy peculiar care. 

To winds propitious all our sails unfurl'd. 

Bearing the ensign of a glorious world ; 

Should in our cruise some hostile flag be seen» 

The Moor, Tripolitan, or Algerine— 

Should blood-stain'd Mars his hideous front display, 

And menace carnage to obstruct our way-p- 

As stern: illysses, as Achilles bold. 

Or warlike Hector, in the days of old. 

The martial look of Bainbridge shall inspire 

The dauntless ardor of heroic fire ; 

His sword shall triumph in the vengeful blow^ 

And deal destruction to the recreant foe. 

So taught the muse prophetic-*-but the song 

Prov'd in the sequel, the prediction wrong. 



EXERCISING SHIP. 
WrUten at Sea-'U.S, FHgate FhUadetphia. 180S. 
NOW for the rock our warlike frigate bore. 
Nor storms were felt to beat, nor heard to roar— 
^' Clear. ship for action T' sounds the boatswain'^ 

call— 
** Clear sVip for action!" hi9 three municks bawj; 
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Swift round the decks, see war's dread vreapons 

hurl'd, 
And floating ruins strew the wat'ry world ! 
•* All hands to quarters 1" fore and aft resounds, 
Thrills from the fife, and from the drumhead 

bounds; 
From crowded hatchways scores on scores arise, 
Spring up the shrouds and vault into the skies ! 
Firm at his quarters each bold gunner stands. 
The death-fraught lightning flashing from his hands ! 
TouchM at the word, tremendous cannons roar. 
The waves rush, trembling, to the viewless shore ! 
From crackling muskets whizzing balls are sent. 
And, darting, pierce the liquid element! 
The fearful nations of the deep below-, 
Flj the dire signals of impending woe ; 
Air's wild inhabitants in clouds convene, 
And wing impetuous from the frightful scene ; 
Men seek the spoils of the eventful fight, 
Lo ! not an enemy nor a sail in sight ! 
What then ? must poets ne'er record a xlecd. 
Nor sing of battles, but when thousands bleed ? 
Can naught but blood and carnage yield delight? 
Or mangled carcases regale the sight ? 
"Which shews more god -I ike, men to save — or killf 
Their sweat, by exercise, or blood to spill ? 
Which sounds more grateful to the man humane,. 

* To hear of hundreds' health, or hundreds slain*? 




72 POEMS. 

No blood here flows, no hero's dying groans, 
No squadrons vanquish'd, and no broken bones;: 
But each more eager to the grog-tub ran, 
Tiian when the foeless contest first began. 

Still on our course, the Western-Isles we past,* 
And faroM Gibraltar heaves in si^ht, at last;. 
Close in we stood^ at our commander's word. 
The harbor enter'd, and the frigate moor'd. 
Yiew'd from the ship, what prospects here arise !' 
Tlie rock's bold summit tow'ring to the skies, 
BoU'd in eternal clouds, through time has stoocT,. 
Nods, threats and frowns terrific on tiie flood \ 
To guard the fortress, and the port command,. 
Bound its wallM base repulsive battVies stand. 
Rows above rows, huge cannon wide extend. 
And groves of muskets glitt'ring terrors blend J 
But flow'rj gvdens soon relieve the sight. 
And, side by side, lie horror and delight. 



THE LOAF. 

JFntten in Tripoli, 1804» 

THE best of all friends is the friend in distress 

And move the rich morsel I prize. 
Imparted when hunger and poverty prea3» 

Than thousands, did fortune suffice^ 



'^ifk gratitude, friend, to the parent above. 

And thanks tajourself notafe\^, 
I took the sweet loaf as a token of lo?e> 

And ate in remembrance of you. 

i^'o life- wasting hunger, to heart-piercing cold. 

To scoui^es of tyrants a prey ; 
"Midst demon? of slavery, too fierce to be told«- 

And comrades more brutish than they. 

The least of my wan^ not a soul Iks' r^Iiev'd^ 

Nor friendship emitted a beam ; 
trom you the first crust of regard I receiv'd— 

JProm you the first eTuinb of esteem. 

Then t^kc (he fond lay as the i^fos^ of return. 

For, while I thus indigent live. 
Though my breast, like an oven, with gratitude bunij 

^is all I am able to give.- •. 



•* John Hilliard died in«the evening"— says Dr. 
Gowdry. 

The Doctor is aslacic^nic in mentioning tlie death 
of our seamen, as he was remiss in attending to 
'^ein. The company of a " prince,'' in a flower- 
garden, was much more pleasing to the Doctor, 
than the company of a languishing sailor, in a drea- 
ry cell. The gratification of his vanity was obvi- 
ously anterior to the offices of humanity. He fre- 
quently informs us of his prescriptions for the B%- 
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shaw and his family, but seldom mentions the sick- 
ness or sufferings of his own countrymen. Bil- 
liard died of a flux, which might have been greatly 
mitigated, if not cured, had he received proper 
medical attention. 

ELEGY 

On the death 0/ John Hix^liard, who died Jan. ^, 

1804, in the prison of Tripoli^ 

[PublUhed in the Port Foi.o ] 

HILLl \RD, of painful life bereft 

Is now a slave no more r 
But here no relative is left, 

His exit to deplore I 

No parent, no fond brother, stantls 

Around his clay -cold bed ; 
No wife, with tender, trembling hands^ 

Supports his dying head. 

No sister follows or attends 

His melancholy bier ; 
Nor from a lover's eye descends 

The soft distilling tear ; — 

JBttt foes, and ofabarb'rotiskindr 

Surround him as he dies ; 
A horror to his fainting mind. 

And to his closing eyes^ 



w 
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ELEGY 
On the death of Lieutevant Jkm^s DrxATrn, irfto* 

fell Jiugust Sd, 1804, in an action with tie TA- 

politan gun-boats. 
THROUGH these drear walls, where fiends horrr- 

fic reign. 
Chill the faint heart and rend the frantic brain! 
Where, void of friends, of pleasure, food or rest;^ 
The vulture slavery preyd upon the breast ; 
From jon thick squadron, whence we hope to heal* 
The voice of freedom charm the captive's ear. 
Sounds the sad tale, Decatur's name deplore*^ 
For that young hopeful hero breathes no more ! 
fie left, to free us from barbarian chains. 
His country's bloonung groves and peaceful plains ^ 
Forever sacred be those arm9 he were. 
The cause that mov'd him, and the barque that bore; 
Twas heav'n's own cause— 'twas freedom's injur'd 

name. 
The love of country aad the voice of fame 
Catl'^d forth his active martial skill, to go 
Scour the wide deep and scourge the tyrant foe : 
Dauntless he fights, where dying groans resound—* 
r And thundering carnage roars tremendous round—* 
'Till heav'n beheld him with propitious eyes, 
And snatch'd his kindred spirit to the ikies. 

When from the Turks his mangled fonn they bore^ 
With glory coyer'd, bath'd in streamiiiggore^ 
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Bewailing friends his ghastlj wounds sur^yM^* 

Which bid defiance to all human aid, '*''' 

When life stood trembling, lingering in its ilightf 

And heav'n's blest visions dawnM upon his sight ; 

The radiant shades of heroes hov'ring round, 

'Midst harps of angels, with reviving^sound, 

Sooth'd the last pangs of his undaunted breast^- 

And wing'd him, convoy 'd, to eternal rest 

Could worth have rescu'd^ or could virtue save* 

Her heav'n-born vot'ries- from the destinM graver 

€ould sacred' friendship's hallow'd praj'rs bestoif 

The gift of immortality below ;' 

Could thousand's sighs and tears^that ceaseless rolli' 

Call from the shores of bliss th' angelic soul : 

f rhough the bold wish be impious deem'd and vain)/ 

Death ne'er had reach'd him, or he'd live again. 

But fate's decrees, irrevocably just^ 

Soom'd bis fiaH body to the mingling^ dust;: 

In yon cold deep it finds unwak'd repose. 

Far from th' embrace- of friends or reach of foes ;• 

Till the last trumpet's loud eternal roar 

Call forth its millions from the sea and shore,. 

Kor till the final blast and awful day. 

Shall that brave soul re-animate its clay. i 



X 
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IiINES ADDRESSED TO GEN. E\TON. 

Oh reading the Congressional debate respecting his 
Golden Medal, Written on board the U. States 
frigate Essex, 1805. 

AND was it then a subject of debate. 
With those wise SoCons, in the hoase of state. 
Whether should Berne's conqueror stand or fall; 
Or matchless bravery meet reward at all .^ 
WTiether should EATOifi unexampled brave. 
Who fought to rescue, and who bled to save 
Three hundred captive souls from chains and death t 
Whose lives hung, trcmbKng, on a murd^rer'fr- 

breath. 
Whether his name descend to future dajSf 
On the bright Medal of a nation's praise ? 
Or, should his trophies be by all forgot, 
Mix ^ith i\\Q rubbish of the times, and rot? 

" Small was his force, half naked were his foes, 
•* And though so numerous,, easy to oppose.'' 
Thus argued Randolph; Clay the same avows. 
And fain would pluck tbe laurel from his brows-«- 
The sword of victVy fronft his hand, would wrest. 
And tear the badge of valor from his breast ; 
But, thank them not, though justice still is found,. 
And grateful honors wreath his temples round. 

And wa« it nought those burning sands t' explor^ 
Where foet of Christians never trod before?^ 




Where freedom's banners ne*er had been unfurlMr' 
Since the bold Romans floarish'd o'er the world ? 
'Midst fierce Barbarians, whom no laws can bind. 
Wild as the waves, and treacherous as the wind* 
To rear that standard and so long defend. 
With less than twelve, on whom he might depend P 
To storm a citadel of tenfold might, 
And hold that fortress, till the flag of white 
Woo'd him to jield it, on the terms of peace — 
Who gave his captive countrymen release f 
For Eaton's boldness first appali'd the foe. 
Who, forcM like Pharaoh, let the people go. 

When the blest shade of Washington, above, . 
Saw the bold chief through Ljbian -deserts move. 
The sword of vengeance waving in the sk v, 
Resolv'd to free his brethren, or to die. 
Those patriot '/cr'n, attending on his way. 
His visage beamed a more celestial ray ; 
To Warren and MoNTGOM'RYshewM the sight, 
Then sunk in glory, and absorbM in light. 

Oh ! did he live I did Vernon^s boast again 
Shine in our fields, or iri our councils reisn. 
His voice from Eaton never would withhold, 
Altho' with pearls enrich'd, the burnish'd gold ; ' 
But by his hand would ardently be prest. 
The conscious symbol to his dauntless breast. 
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Than. lei mean envj Randolph-s spite betraj. 
And dart thine arrows, impious hand of Clay I 
The hand of heav'n — for heav'n rewards the brave, 
Wtll bless thee, Eaton, e'en beyond the grave. 
While. gratitude shall warm Columbia's breast, 
Thj name shall live, thj merits stand confest ; 
Thy deeds shall brighten on th' historic page. 
Year after year, and age succeeding age-» 
Wreaths of thy famcf, transferred by bards sublime. 
Shall bloom forever 'mid the wrecks of time. 



DESCRIPTION OF TRIPOLI. 

Written iv IBOS. 

YE' lurid domes! whose tott'ring columns stand, 

Marks of the despot's desolating hand : 

Whose weed -grown roofs and mvuld'ring archqs 

show 
The curse of tyranny, a nation's woe ; 

In ev'ry ruin-— ev^ry pile 1 find 

A warning lesson to a thoughtful mind. 

Your gloomy cells expressive silence break. 

Echo to groans, and eloquently speak ; — 

** The Christian's blood cements the stones he rears; 

*' This clay was moisten'd with a Christian's tear|;' 

** Pale as these walls a prisoner oft has lain, 

'< Felt the keen scourge and worn the ruthless chaiqi 

•* While scoffing foes increasing tortures pour, 

** litt tjie poor victim feelsi alas I no more !** 
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Here thy brave tars, America, are fou^ 
Lock'd in foul prisons and iu fetters bonnd. 

Heav'ns ! what sad times ! must free Colombiai)S 

bow 

Before yon tinsel tyrant's murky brow t 
Cringe to a powV which death and rapine crown ? 
Smile at a smile, and tremble at a frown ? 
Kneel at a throne, its clemency implore, 
Enrich'd by spoils and titain'd with human gore? 
Bear the sharp lash, the pond'rous load sustain* 
Suppress their anger, and revenge restrain ? 
Leave a free clime, explore the treach'rous waves. 
The sport of miscreants and the slave of slaves ? 
Heav'ns I at the sight each patriot bosom glows 
With virtuous hatred on its country's foes ; 
At ev'ry blow indignant passions rise. 
And vengeance Hashes from resentful eyes. 
Butheav'n is just, though man's t>ewilder'd mind 
To the dark ways of providence is blind ; 
Else why are some ordain'd above the rest* 
Or villains treated better than the best ? 
Why, martyr'd virtue, hang thy injur'd head ? 
Why liv'd an Arnold, while a Warren bled? 
Earth's uiurd'rers tnuraph, proud oppressors reigi. 
While patriots bleed and captives sigh in vain? 
Yet slumb'ring justice soonishal! wake and show 
Her sword, unsheath'di and vengeance wingtto 
blow: 
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HDolumbia's genius, glorious as the sun, 
"Witii thy bkst shade, immortal Washington ! 
Unite to guard us from nefarious foes. 
And heav'n defend, and angels interpose. 
Devoted tyrants cause jvist wrath to feel. 
Make Beys and Bashaws in submission knee! ; 
Man's equal right, sweet liberty, restore. 
And despotism crush, to rise no more. 



WAR; 

OR A PROSPRCT OF IT, 

ij^rom recent instances of British outrage* 

VOIARIES of freedom arm! 

The British lion roars ! 
Legions of valor, ttiketh' alarm—- 

Rush, rush to guard our shore si 

Behold the horrid deed— • 

Your brethren gasping lie; 
Beneath a tyrant's hand they bleed-— 

They groan— they faint— tf.ey die. 

Veterans of seventy-six. 

Awake the slumbVing sword ! 

. Hearts of your murd'rous foes transfix.-^ 
'Tis vengeance. gives the word. 

H 
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Remember Lexington, 

And Bunker's tragic hill ; 
The same who spilt jour biood thereOB, 

Your blood again would byiil* 

Ye who have seen your wives, 
Your children, and yr.ur sires. 

To British ruffians yi^ld their livQi» 
And roast in savage fires; 

Our cities lost in flames— 

Your mothers captive led— 
Rise and avenge their injured names. 

Ye kindred of the dead* 

But not revenge alone, 

Should urge jou to the field ! 

Let duty lead you firmly on. 
And Justice be your shield* 

Sure ais we fail to join 

And crush oui* impious foes^ 
War, tire and sword, and death combine^ 

And woes succeed to woes. 

Behold, with blushes red. 

The sea like blood appears; 
Our streams are bridg'd with fancied dea4,: 

And brim'd with ophan's tears; 
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But Uiii')n can perform 

The wonders of a host- 
Avert the danger, quell the storm. 
And drive them from oar coast. 

Unite, and sk' hy side, 

Meet vict'ry or j'our graves ; 
Tiiat moment we in War divide. 
That moment wc are slaves. 
Tuljf^O, ISOT. 



TO THE MEMORY OF COMMODORE 

PREBLE. 

WHILE WAR, fierce monster, stainM with guiltless 

blood, 
Roars, threats, and rages round th' infuriate flood ; 
While hostile Britons murd'ring fleets employ 
T' infest our harbors and our ships destroy—* 
Impress our tars in their inglorious cause, 
In base defiance of all nfations' laws ; 
When each bold vetVan, in his country's name. 
Is call'd to save her freedom and her fame ; 
When few whose braverv and whose nautic skill 
Can duly execute her sovereign will ; 
W^hat sijihs of sorrow waft fi*(»iM shore to shore, 
With tliese sad tidings—." Preble is no more Z" 
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Krst when mad Tripoli, in prowess vaiD-, 
"Willi licr rapacious corsairs bl(»ck*d the inaiaT 
Pi)MrM rouiul our ships in predatory swarms. 
With purple banners and audacious arms— 
O'jr noulral cargoes plundered on the waves^ 
Aad made our free-born- citizens her slaves; 
AVhfr?!: our laic fnj:atc groan M upon the bhoalsy 
So doeplj ftvighted with three hundred souls, 
WIto HJ^hM in durance till jon lamp of night 
Full iHeuty chan^eb had renewed its li^ht, 
^ Twus Vrdle first thai dauntless squadron Ud, 
Where /S'oi.'iers perisli'd, and Decatur bled ; 
Where iVadsworth, Israel, met in deatli their fate, 
M''ith kindred martyrs full as brave and great ; 
'Twas Frable rirai those barbVous pirates showMi^ 
Justice teas all the tribute that we ow'd, 
And prov'd tliat when Columbia venji^eance bears^ 
'Tis nought but hiercy tliat t!:c \ictli:i spares. 

Let Rritis!) birds, in mercenary lays, 
Chaunt furth td'guc strains to N'-ljion's? praise; 
Though oft ^ictoriou^, and tluMJuh r» pdU brave, 
li<* fought that tyran:i<i miglit crusi ihe slave; 
He Ibui^ht that tyrants oVr X\\f» world -..ight rule*. 
And di'jd a mad uiaD, as he hv*d a fooL 

Ikt Prehle'^s rau«e e'en hcav'n itself n)i;;Iit cwn. 
In heu/u 'tis clicnslrd, and throui^h taith ^ti» 
known ! 
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la heiv'n 'tis warbled from enraptured choirs. 
It charms their numbers, and it ttines their 1} res — 
The cause of fuekdom — dear to him who knows 
The adverse horrors, and the poignant woes 
Of slavery, dungeons, hunger, stripes and chains. 
With dismal prospects of augmented pains! 
To free the captive, noble, gen'rous deed, 
Who would not swear to fight, or sigh to bleed ? 
To free the captive, Freble wing'd his aid. 
And more firm valor never was displayed. 
When round our prison's solitary walls 
Burst the dread meteor-bomb-shells— showcr'd the 

balls ! 
Gur hearts for liberty or death beat high. 
And who for freedom would not wish to die ? 
To him we looked, on him our hopes relied — 
The friend of seamen, and the seaman's pride; 
To him we look'd, and righteous heav'n implor'd 
To speed the vengeance of his slaughtering sword J 
Nor is he now, though vain his efforts prov'd. 
The less lamented or the less bclov'd ; 
6ut each late captive, year succeeding year. 
Will bless his mem'ry, and his name revere. 

Tes, galiant chief! though virtuous, just and 

brave. 

Thine is the lot of man — the dreary grave ! 

With heroes fainted, who have j^one before. 

Like them we prizAI tliee, and like them deplored 

11 2 
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And though thine arm, of BarbV}' once the dread. 
Lies cold aud U'ither'd -midst the unconscious dead» 
Unfading laurels at tliy name shall bloom, 
Spring from thj dust, and flourish round thj tomb£ 

Lamented chief! though death he calmly past. 
Our Navy trembled when he breath'd his last! 
Our Navy mourns him, but it mourns in vaia» 
A Preble ne'er will li?e — ne'er die again ! 
Yet hope desponding, at the thought revii^es* 
A second Preble! — a Decatur lives! 
His worth, his merit, well are understood. 
His hand is skilful and his heart is good ; 
Bold shall he chase yon demons of the wave. 
For all who know him — know him to be brave* 

To him Columbia casts her streaming eyes. 
Wipes their free torrent, and suspends her sigha. 
Spptemher 7th, 1807, 
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Cash. 

WISE moralists in vain liave told 
How sordid is the love of gold. 

Which thej call filthy trash ; 
Thou stranger to these eyes of mine> 
Ten thousanil virtues still are thiae^ 

Thou all-sufficient cash ! 

Though thy intrinsic worth is small,- 
Yet, MONEY, thou art all in all— 

Though transient as a flash. 
In passing just frosn hand to hand. 
The earth is at thy sole command—- 

It gravitates to cash. 

Possessed of thee, we may defy. 

Not death itself, but very nigh ; 

For when the tyrant's lash 

Is felt, and ah ! Hwas felt by me. 
It did— it will the vassal free — 

Then who despises cash. 

By nature void of ev'ry grace. 

If thou hast, (reader! view thy facej 

But this cosmetic wash, 
'Twill whiten and improve the skin— 
Thy monkey nose — thy cheeks^ and chm> 

Are beautified bj cASHt 



And though your mental pow'rs be weai^ 
To you who money have 1 sptjak. 

Go on ' shave — cut and slash ; 
For men of genius and of sense, 
If pour, will make a poor defence. 

Against the man of cash. 

Or sliould you, for the basest crimes; 
Become indicted fifty times. 

This settles all the harsh; 
For bills which leave the poor no hope, 
T' escape the dungeon, or the rope. 

Are canceird, all, by cash. 

Nay, 'twill be found that Money can* 
The gr^v'ling beast transform to Man, 

Though diii 'rent natures clash ; 
Kortis a fact beyond dispute, 
The Miser's far beneath the brute— 

A lump of living cash* 

And yet what crowds around him wait— « 
Behold him cloth'd in p^w'r and state— 

The garter, star and sash ; 
Fools fly before the potent nod ; 
Of him whose flesh, whose soul, whese g9^ 
Whose heaven itself is cash. 
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But, SOPS ofpLUTUs! lestje go 
To those infernal mines below, 

Where teeth arc said to gnash— 
Give to ti\c needy — bribe the grave- 
O 1, if you wish yoar souls to save, 

13e ^en^rouB ofi/^ur cash; 



A POF/nCAL ADDRESS 

Vrom the F Mishers of the Osojuiykon Oazetts? 

to their readers— 1816. 

TO give you timely information 
Of things momentous to the nation, . 
Mixt with events of recent date, 
Most interesting to the state ; 
The patriotic fiame to fan, 
Which glows in ev'ry virtuous man 5 
And rouse to energy that spirit 
Which true Republicans inlierit ; 
Augment their z.-al, their strength uuile^ 
To guard, with vigilance, each right 
Against domestic machinations. 
As well as foreign depredations ; 
A'r'. sav«, if in their pow'r to save, 
W'iat God and Nature to us gave-^- 
Tli«^ richest bh's>in;^s ever known— 
Priz'd and cpjoy'd by us alone; 
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For these, and other objects yet. 
We print and pub!i«h this Gazette. 
Though paramount to all the rest 
Are motives previously exprcss'd ; 
Though we shall always set before 
You wholesome foinl, if nothing mure 5 
Yet shall it be our constant care 
To give youpalatable fare, 
With now and then a dainty bit 
Ofhighly seasoned native wit ; 
Taking due caution, though, in punningy 
That authors do not get too cunning; 
For nothing injures printers more. 
Than turning common sense out door,- 
And letting in, at ev'ry rap. 
The 8cribblino;s of some witty chap, 
Written, perhaps, with mighty pains, 
AVithout the requisite of brains* 

Thou8;h interested warm collisions, 
And wide political divisions 
Unhappily exist, and will. 
In ^pite of all the statesman's skill ; 
Although yvQ cannot smiling stand, 
And take Sedition by the hand ; 
Hold friendly concour-e with those wights 
Who own the signal of Blue Lights; 
Although we must and will oppose 
Such as we deem our country's foes ; 
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Men, who . in peril's darkest day. 
In ambush, like assassiiis ^'^Vf 
ReaJy to seize, with traitVous hand, 
The reins which j50vcrnm'^nt co ninand. 
And drive, witli ii»orc than hellish hate. 
To headlon;:: crush the car of state. 
Yet shall it be our steady aim. 
To injure no man's private fame; 
But h(»ld as sacred ev'ry tether 
That binds society together. 

Religion, pure and undefil'd, 
; Of Heav'n the ever darling child, 
.Whatever sect or name ghe bears. 
Whatever hue or garb she wears, 
If founded on the gospel plan — 
Of ^ot^p to God and love to man. 
Shall ne'er be scoff 'd at, nor nej^lecfed. 
But honor'd cherish'd, and respected. 
Morality , her sistor, too. 
Shall meet with all attention due-«- 
Her precepts strictly be regarded. 
Her merits handsomely rewarde(|« 
By ev'ry effort, means and way, 
A public journal can display. 

Retailers here may advertise 
^eir goods and wares, and merchandize— 



9'2 3P0EMS. 

With—" Just receiv'd, and now for sale, 
** By piece, or pattern, yard or nail, 
" Fresf» j2;oods, of latest importation, 

• " From evVy kingdom, port, and nation— 
" Brandy, tobacco, rum and wine, — 
** Tea, sugar, broadcloths, svperjim^ 
" Coffee, and pepper, and molasses — 
" Mugs, pitchers, teapots, /oo/cing glasses^ 
" Calicoes, muslins, ladies' feathers, 
". For them to fly with thro' all weathers ; 
" Shawls, flannels, ribbons, tapes and iaccs, 
** And veils, to cloud tlieir pretty faces ; 
" Horsewhips, for such as want them most, 
** ( Andsuch as want them, what a host ! j 

•** All which we paid for, in our notes, 
" And offer, cheap, for corn and oats — 
** "Wheat, rye, or b irley, butter, cheese, 

' ** Credit, or money, if you please, 
•* Thoui>h specie scarcer is, by far, 
** Thau tories were in time of war." 

Lawyers and sheriffs, often troublish, 
Fi. Fa.s and mortgages may publish. 
And sell the debtor's goods and chattels. 
For costs and intVest — toys and rattles.; 
And when all other sources fail, 
-Pack oft* his body to a jail ; 
Although they sometimes, paring thin, 
The carcase leate, but take the sImo* 
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Erst when mad Tripoli, in prowess vain-, 
"Willi licr rapacious corsairs block'd the maia;' 
PompM round our ships iu predatory swarms, 
\Vitli purple banners and audacious ariiis— 
O'jr neutral cargoes plundered on the waves^ 
Aad made our free -born- citizens her slaves; 
AVlicri cur laic fnj:atc groanM upon the bhoal^f 
80 deoplj ftvighted with three hundred gouls. 
Who f,hyh*d in durance till jon lamp of night 
Full twenty cliun^eb bad renewed its li^ht. 
^ Iwas ruble fitsf thai dauntless squadron led. 
Where SoMiei'S perish'd, and Decatur bled ; 
Where IVadsworth, Jttf'oel, met in death their fate,^ 
With kindred martvrs full as brave and great ; 
'Twas Frable ftrsit those barb'rous piiates show*di^ 
Justice was all ike tribute that we ow'd. 
And prov'd tliat when Columbia vengeance bears^ 
'Tia nought but mercy tliat ll:c \ictlni spaies. 

Let Rritisli birds, in ujcrcenary lavs, 
Chaunt forth rl"5;uc strains to N<*l>ion'^ praiye; 
Though oft \ictoriouK, and lhoH«;h np.tMv brave, 
lie fought that tyranii^ mig:it crush the slave; 
He fou^^lit that tyrants oVr tlj'» world wight rule,. 
And died a mad luaD, as he liv*d a fooK 

Kut Prehle'^a rau-e e'en hcav'n itself mi; lit vvrn^ 
In hea\'n 'tis clicnbli'd, and throu^^h earth ^i» 
known ! 



ia heaven 'tis warbled from enraptured choirs. 
It charms tlieir numbers, and it ttines their lyres — 
The cause of fuekdom — dear to him who knows 
The adverse horrors, and the poignant woes 
Of slavery, dungeons, hunger, stripes and chains, 
TVith dismal prospects of augmented pains! 
To free the captive, noble, gen'rous deed, 
"Who would not swear to fight, or sigh to bleed ? 
To free the captive, Preble wing'd his aid. 
And more firm valor never was display'd. 
When round our prison's solitary walls 
Burst the dread meteor-bomb-sheils-— showcr'd the 

balls ! 
Our hearts for libierty or death beat high. 
And who for freedom would not wish to die ? 
To him we look'd, on him our hopes relied — 
The friend of seamen, and the seaman's pride ; 
To him we look'd, and righteous heav'n implor'd 
To speed the vengeance of his slaughtering sword * 
Nor is he now, though vain his efforts prOv'd, 
The less lamented or the less belov'd ; 
But each late captive, year succeeding year, 
Will bless his mem'ry, and his name revere. 

Tes, galiant chief! though virtuous, just and 

brave. 

Thine is the lot of man — the dreary grave ! 

With heroes fainted, who have j^one before, " 

Like them we priz'd tlice, and like them deplore! 

H 2 
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And though thine arm, of BarbVy once the dread. 
Lies cold aud u'ither'd 'inidst the unconscious dead. 
Unfading laurels at thy name shall bloom, 
Spring from thj dust, and flourish round thj tombE 

Lamented chief! though death he calmly past. 
Our Navy trembled when he breath'd his last! 
Our Navy mourns hiro, but it mourns in vaia» 
A Preble ne'er will live — ne'er die again ! 
Yet hope desponding, at the thought revii^es, 
A second Preble! — a Decatur lives! 
His worth, his merit, well are understood. 
His hand is skilful and his heart is good ; 
Bold shall he chase yon demons of the wave. 
For all who know him — know him to be brave* 

To him Columbia casts her streaming eyes. 
Wipes their free torrent, and suspends her sighfk 
Spptemher 7th, 1807, 
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Cash. 

WISE moralists in vain liave told 
How sordid is the love of gold. 

Which thej call filthy trash ; 
Thou stranger to these eyes of mine^ 
Ten thousand virtues still are thine^ 

Thou all-sufficient cash ! 

Though thy intrinsic worth is small,- 
Yet, MONET, thou art all in all^> 

Though transient as a flash. 
In passing just from hand to hand. 
The earth is at thy sole command—- 

It gravitates to cash. 

Possessed of thee, we may defy. 

Not death itself, but very nigh ; 

For when the tyrant's lash 

Is felt, and ah ! 'twas felt by me. 
It did —it will the vassal free — 

Then who despises cash. 

By nature void of ev'ry grace. 

If thou hast, (readfer! view thy face,) 

But this cosmetic wash, 
'Twill whiten and improve the skin— 
Thy monkey nose — thy cheeks^ and chia> 

Are beautified bj cash* 



And though your mental pow'rs be weafcy' 
To you who money have 1 sp<;ak. 

Go on - shave — cut and slash ; 
For men of genius and of sense, 
If poor, will make a poor defence. 

Against the man of cash. 

Or should you, for the basest crimes; 
Became indicted fifty times. 

This settles all the harsh; 
For bills which leave the poor no hope, 
T' escape the dungeon, or the rope. 

Are canceirdy all, by cash. 

Nay, 'twill be found that Money can* 
The gn»v'ling beast transform to Man» 

Thongh diti'Vent natures clash ; 
I^NrHis a fact beyond dispute. 
The Miser's far beneath the brute—* 

A lump of living pash. 

And jet what crowds around him wait—* 
Behold him cloth'd in pbAv'r and state-*- 

The garter, star and sash ; 
Fools fly before the potent nod ; 
Of him whose flesh, whose soul, whose ged^ 
Whose heaven itself is cash. 
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But, sori? ofpLUTUs! lest je go 
'Fo those internal wiincs beiow, 

Where tocth are said to gnash— 
Give to the needy — bribe the grave— 
O), if you wish year souls to save, 

15e ^eti^i'OUi ofy-'tur ca»is« 



A ?OF/nCAL ADDRESS 

From the FublhhersoftheQsoTAjyxoK OasettI^ 

to their readers— 1816. 

TO give you timely information 
Of things momentous to the nation, . 
Mixt with events of recent date, 
Most interesting to the state ; 
The patriotic fiame to fan, 
Which glows in evVy virtuous man 5 
And rouse to energy tiiat spirit 
Which true Republicans inherit; 
Augment their zjal, their strength uuilCj 
To guard, wit!) vigilance, each right 
Against domestic machinations. 
As well as foreign depredatiot»s ; 
A'.J'! save, if in their pow'i- to save, 
W'^at God and Nature to us gave-*- 
The richest bies>in;^s over hnown— 
Priz'd and enjoy 'd by us alone 5 
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For these, and other objects yet^ 
We print and publish this Gazette 
Though paraaiount to all the rest 
Are motives previously expressed ; 
Tliough we shall always set before 
You wholesome fond, if nothing more ^ 
Yet shall it be our constant care 
To give youpalatable fare, 
With now and then a dainty bit 
or highly seasoned n&iive wit; 
Taking due caution, thoujjh, in punningy 
That authors do not get too cunning ; 
For nothing injures printers more. 
Than turning common sense out door, - 
And letting in, at ev'ry rap. 
The scribbliiigs of some witty chap, 
Written, perhaps, with mighty pains. 
Without the requisite of brains. 

Though interested warm collisions, 
And wide political divisions 
Unhappily exist, and will, 
In bpite of all the statesman's skill ; 
Although ^e cannot smiling stand. 
And take Sedition by the hand ; 
Hold friendly concour-e with those wights 
Who own the signal of Blue Lights; 
Although we roust and will oppose 
Buch as we deem our country's foes ; 
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Men, who . in ppril's darkest day. 
In ambush, like assassins, lav, 
ReaJy to seize, with trait'rous hand, 
The reins which government co'Hinand, 
And drive, with more than hellibli hate. 
To iicadlon;; crush the car of state. 
Yet shall it be our steady aim. 
To injure no man^s private fame ; 
But h(»ld da sacred ev^ry tether 
That binds society together. 

Rtili^nny pare and undefird» 
; or Heaven the ever darling; child, 
Whatever sect or name she bears. 
Whatever hue or garb she wears, 
If founded on the gospel plan — 
O^love to God and love to man. 
Shall ne'er be scoff 'd at, nor nej^lecf od. 
But honor'd cherish'd, and respected. 
Jlorality, her sistor, too. 
Shall meet with all attention due— 
Her precepts strictly be regarded. 
Her merits handsomely rewarded^ 
By evVy effort, means and waj, 
A public journal can display. 

Retailers here may advertise 
7%eir goods and wares, and merchandize*- 
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With—" Just receiv'tl, and now for sale, 
" By piece, or pattern, yard or nail, 
" Fresfi ^oods, of latest importation. 

From evVy kingdom, port, and nation— 
" Brandy, tobacco, rum and wine, — 
** Tea, sugar, broadcloths, svperjine, 
'* Coffee, and pepper, and molasses — 
" Mugs, pitchers, teapots, looking glasses^ 
" Calicoes, muslins, ladies' feathers, 
" For them to fly with thro' all weathers : 
" Shawls, flannels, ribbons, tapes and laces, 
** And veils, to cloud tlieir pretty faces ; 
" Horsewhips, for such as want them most, 
*' ( Andsuch as want them, what a host ! j 
** All which we paiil for, in our notes, 
" And offer, cheap, for corn and oats — 
" Wheat, rye, or birley, butter, cheese, 
** Credit, or money, if you please, 
•* Thouv;h specie scarcer is, by far, 
♦* Than tories were in time of war." 

Lawyers and sheriffs, often troublisli, 
Fi. Fa.s and mortgages may publish. 
And sell the debtor's goods and chattels. 
For costs and int'rest — toys and rattles,; 
And when all other sources fail. 
Pack off his body to a jail ; 
Although they sometimes, paring thin, 
The carcase leave, but take the skja* 
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T'csc.ape from too much work, or flogging. 
Should your apprentices be jogs^ing ; 
Should horses cattle, sheep, or swine. 
Half starv'd at home, walk out to dine — 
(M^icting some unforseen disaster, 
Never return to ** serve their master ;'') 
Here jou may spread the news around. 
And find them — landed in a pound. 
- Or should your kind and loving spouse. 
Desert your bed and board, and house ; 
(For nought on earth, as you can tell, 
t But being lovM by you too well) — 
-Jtamble and tattle, scold and fret. 
And run you head and ears in debt; 
"Here you may all your reasons muster, 
;ADd warn the public not to trust her, 
^■jtWho basely has your head cornuted. 

On pain of being prosecuted. '^*'\ **;, ''^ 

Here, too, the woman may defend 
Her character from head to end, 
■ And swear, by all that's great and good, 
^."C'No lady ever since the flood, 
:"-, Not even Bonaparte's old queen, 
f^'. Was so abus'd as she has been ; 
Whose very life was rendered risky, 
^ By that nefarious son of — whiskey ; 
While neighbors prove to one another. 
That DOe's as much to blaiue as t'other. 

I 
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Should some sweet maid by chance get man 
The news can rapidly be carried 
Through all the country far and wide, 
(An odd way to salute the bride) 
A modest manner to make known 
What modesty would blush to own ; 
But wisely meant to keep the fair. 
Though antiquated, from despair. 

Should Bonaparte Old Nick subpcena.. 
And so escape from St Helena ; 
Re-enter subjugated France, 
(For which there seems to be no chance) 
And the Prince Regent so affright. 
That he should bid the world good night; 
The allied troops again attack, 
And throw the Sovereigns on their back ; 
Resume tlie sceptre and the crown. 
And drumtlie Bourbons out of town ; 
Should t!'lnfi;8 as strange as this, or stranger. 
Occur, (of which we think no danger) 
Should wealth and impudence divide. 
Or ign^iance be divorc'd (rom pi^ide; 
Should perfect honestj be found 
Fxcept at six feet under ground-7- 
JHsmterestedness appear. 
In shape of any mortal here ; 
Should miracles like these transpir^ 



poems; 95 



Volcanoes burst, or towns take fire ; 
Or should another conflagration 
liestroy the round-house of the nation ^ 
Or a Connecticut Convention, 
Again show treasonable Intention : 
Should Mr. Secretary Dwight» 
Puff GUI his « Albany Blue Light ;^ 
Our paper never shall refuse - 
To spread, in time, such dreadful news 



SONG.^ 

[written in TRIPOLI.] 

Tune— ".Waiam you know my trade is warP^l 

Columbia ! while the sons of fame 

Thy freedom through the world proclaim, • 

And hell-born tyrants dread the name 

That wills all nations free ; 
Remote, on fiarbVy's pirate coast. 
By foes enslav 'd, a miscreant host. 
No more the rights of man we boast*- * 

Adieu, blest Liber tv ! 

How fearful lour'd the scldomT dav; 
When. 8trande<l on the shoals we lay 
Kxpos'd, our foremast cu* avay. 
To the rough dasl.ing sea ; 



-^'. 



^ POEMS. 

When hostile gun -boats thunderM round. 
And no relief, nor hopes were found. 
These mournful words swell'd ev'ry sounds- 
Adieu, blest Liberty^ 

In helpless servitude, forlorn. 

From country, friends, and freedom torn,^ 

Alike we dread each night and morn. 

For nought but grief we see ; 
"When burthens press — the lash we bear^ 
And all around is black despair, 
We breathe the silent, fervent prajV, 

O come, blest Liberty ! 

Mem'ry, to misVy e'er unkind, 
Brini;s present, to the painful mind. 
The woes oblivion, else, would find, 

And evils cease to be ; 
And fancy, when we're wrapp,d in sleep. 
Conveys us o'er the boundless deep ; 
But, wak'd to sigh, we live to weep, 

Adieu, blest Liberty ! 

And when invadlna; cannons roar. 

And lifeytheir blood, from hundreds pour. 

And mangled'bodies float ashore. 

And ruins strew the sen ; 
The thoughts of death, or freedom, near, - 
Create alternate hoot: and fear; 
Oh! when will th?it bh"«t d'ly appear,^ 

That b: ittj^s swe^-t Liberty I 
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TV'ti^fi tear'd on yonder castJe's height, 
l^dat now bare flaiptaflPs drest in white;. 
"We gaze, enraptur'd at the sight; 

How happj shall we be ! 
l^hen thund'ring guns procliaijii a peace, ^ 
Our toils all o^er, our woes shall cease, 
li^e'U bless the pow'r that brings release/ > 

Aud hall sweet liberty j 



PdLITICAL. 

* Orie cdnH go right, the other may go wrong^^ 

1^H£ roan who thinks that all is rights 
l)bne by republicans, is quite — ^ 

Naj dreadfully mistaken: 
Meanness^ and selfishness, and wrong,, < 
A^ much to some of them belong. 

As hog's-flesb does to bacon. 

Sbme of the leading ones we mean, . 
"Who never fail to step betweea 

True merit and promotion ; 
Shoving superior worth aside, 
A pass to make for crafty pride— •' 

Self-idol of devotion. 

Genius is nothing in the scate 
Weigh'd against property :— a whale 
Oat balances a ruby ; 
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And so the man of wealth we rate, 
Not by his wisdom, but his weight, 
A huge important boobj ! 

^Tisso — deny it if you can-*^ 
Where is the poor but virtuous man. 

Who scorns dissimulation ? 
Not with the bffvs of honor crownM — 
Not generally in ofl&ce found, 

But a secluded station. 

A few mad demagogues combin'd, 
Worse than blind leaders of the blind 

The people land in ditches ; 
And while they flounce and founder there. 
Themselves the loaves and fishes share^^— 

Honor, and pow'r, and riches. 

Raising their salaries^ so high, 
(CEconomy their constant cry) 

A rod-pole cannot reach them ;, 
And would you call them to account. 
To what would your complaints amount? 

They know you can't impeach them. 

To ev'ry office in the state. 

These claim the right to nominate—- 

Themselves or their descendents ; 
And if you strike them from the list, 
Large swarms, more hungry still, exist—' 

Their friends, and their dependents. 
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But let not fed'ral leaders hence, 
E^sult in their own innocence. 

Nor think these accusations 
£&culpate them from equal blame- 
No— to their everlasting shame, 

Much baser speculations* 

Have mark'd the progress of their reign ; 
And should thej rise to pow^r again, 

(O righteous Heaven forbid it I) 
What might we not expect from those' 
Who late caress'd their country's foei^ 

And if they lovM her— 'liid it ! 

E vil and good are mixM in all, 
Great fishes swallow up the small. 

And so 'twill be forever; 
Yet, could the people learn to know 
Their rights, their strength, 'twould not be so; * 

When will that happen ?^— never. 



2o those democratic Members of Congress, tt*Ar 

voted for the Salcwy BilL — 1816b 
WELL done, republicans I well done I 
All your constituents, as one, 

Pronounce you modern sages; 
Not bound by ceconomic rules. 
Which govern mercenary fools^ 

la calculating wages. 
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SefoTt, how paltrj wUs your pay ! " 
What was six dollars for each d&Y» 

Spent in gallantiDg ladles^ 
lading in coaches, drinking vrine, • 
Dressing, and going out to dine, ' 

As evVy member's trade is ? 

"What was si^ dollars for a night ? 
Ah ! here's a question that rubs tight,' 

And so we pass it over^ 
No doubt you gambled^ now and then, t 
And liv'd like ether Congressmen—** - 

That is, like pigs indover. 

"What if the people groan'd and swieat,' 
Beneath the load of public debt. 

To sare your rights contracted i ' 
Must the physician have the less. 
The more his patient feeU distress, 

And gen'rously ha^ acted I 

"What i f the soldieT^s scanty pay 

Was less per month than yours per day ! i 

His recompence wslb glory ;^ 
Bbt as you've none of that to share. 
Would people have you live on air? 

A very pretty story I 
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What 18 eqality ? — pray tell— 

A theme which answers mighty well 

To harp on at elections ; 
But wlven elected, very soon, 
You'll find those harpers change their tan^ . 

Or play it with objections. 

And what's ceconomy? alas! 

A spurious biii> that will not pa8S> 

Amongst our legislators; 
But farmers know it to be true, . 
And take it as for specie due. 

For they were its creators. 

How comfortably must you feel. 
After a full and hearty meal 

Of public loaves and fishes ; 
But wait till the next Coni^ress meet— ^' 
Chance if they leave you much to eat, . 

Except to lick the dishes. 

¥et, after all, 'tis not so bad^— 
One consolation mav be had-— 
Proclaim if, from the steeple, 
Tky|-you r^^s i?;">?-r-nnd so fulfil 

AkH^ tcbo.tts ui -the iJi^Oj^ie* 
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THE papers: 

WrUten in IS16. 
TO take the papers some refuset 
Because thej say there is no news 

Of bloodj'and fire, and thunder; 
But let your recollection range — ^-^ 
Surdy ne'er happeu'd things more strange^ 

Events more full of wonder I 

The Hudson river, all suppose. 
Directly to the southward flows. 

But, waxing mighty cunnings 
Albanian wiseacres have found. 
The stream has turn'd tompletalj roundly 

And to the north is running ! 

With lifted hands and bristled hair» 
Do you, affrighted reader, stare 

At this odd revolution P 
'Wiy, Hisas reasonable and true. 
As what those dunces prate to yoa 

About the constitution ;— - 

Which tells you plainly to your face*-* 
That an 'election' shaU take place. 

Whenever a * vacation^ 
Shall happen of the 'gov^nor^s seat,'* 
By his • removaV or retreat, 

Brj'^tlC or ' resignfxtUm.^ 
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iAoil yet they torture language sOi 
As to make out that ay means no. 

And * chosen^ — * not elected ;' 
But know, vain sophistnrs, that we# 
The ' sovereign people,^ all can see 

Your object— 'tis detected. 

High sal'ries, too, the people strike 
With consternation and dislike— 

Who echo back their curses; 
And non-electionists now stand 
Leagued with those vultures hand in bancj^ 

That prey upon your purses. 

To foreign regions cast your eyes— 
•Does nothing there excite surprise. 

Where dreadful agitations 
•Convulse degraded bleeding France, •.; 

'Who i>nce led tyrants such a dance,.. • -..r 
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The wonder of all nations? ' rJI ' 



Portentous clouds o'er Europe lovvV, 
And S'.-me predict the bloody show'r 

Trti Bourbon house will hit on ; 
While others, equally as wise. 
Foretell that vengeance from ♦he skies. 

Will fall upon Great Britain. 

Turning from European scenes, 
;Witae«8 the faithless Algert.ie?, 
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All Christendom affrighting ! 
luord Exmouth with his squadron strong, 
Ends like Lord Byron's tragic song. 

With more o^fog ii\Sin fighting. 

Can you, with heart and passions cold. 
The South Auiehcans beiiold, 
' Seeking emancipation 
'IFrom Spanish thraldom, and not feel 
Your blood alternately congeal. 
And bum with indignation. 

At the * legitimates^ of Spain? 
Whose cursM inquii»itorial chain 

Binds millions for the slaughter. 
All for the love and cause of GOD, 
Making the cross a scourging rod. 

First soak'd in holy water. 

f Contracting your expanded views. 
Again survey domestic news- 
Important timeif9 are coming ; 
The presidential choice draws near. 
And distant fedVai groans we hear, 
Like partridges a drumming, 

MONROE and TOMPKINS are (he toast. 
^/)ur expectation and our boast, 
Our confidence aud glorj. 
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On these your suffrages bestow— 
And brinw high sal'rj members low^ 
. M leasts another st&ry. 



EVILS. 

IN the best government on earthy 

Mixt evils may be found ; 
Which owe their bein» and their birth 

Not to our mother ground ; 
But to those passions lodgM in man. 
That envy, pride, and avarice fan. 

Envy, the meanest of them all. 

With red malignant eyes. 
Rejoices at a brother's fall, 
- And laughs when mis'ry cries ! 
How strange, that such a fiend of hell. 
Should ever in a mortal dwell ! 

Fride, too, disgusting, hateful imp, 

From froth and vapor sprung; 
Av.ihition's slave — nay, pleasure's pimp— 

Whose head, and heart, and tongue, 
W"iii;hM witli a t'ea^^rr, -.iirce would show 
Which way the jauvacr; ought to go* 

JrVice, vif'u'.i niggard, grasping hand. 
Coils I ouud the heart by stealth ; • 
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Whose soul is either cash or land-^ 
t Whose IhUy is 9^yealth ; 
To this he adoration pays, 
And this the heav'n tor which he prajfl. 

These, or when clashing, or coinbinM, 
Their baleful influence I( nd« 

Becloud and bnitaUze the mind, 
1^ hich knows no other end. 

Till anjjer, strife, and vengeance poiir« 

A wild tornado— hear it roar ! 

Sweeping the virtues in its course. 
And spreading wide dismay. 

Despoiling reason of its force. 
And hurling peace away ; 

Senates and pt'ople feel the storm 

Of war internal — frightful form! 

Hence, top, dark jealousies arise. 

Of deleterious ppw'jrB^ 
Which fall in hailstorms, from the flikiH^ 

And blast the fairest flow?rs*— 
Domestic-happiness destroy, 
And all the fruits of tranquil joy. 

Thus urg'd, see parties firm engagiQ^ 

An ink bespattered field! 
And see the warlike papers rag^ 

DeteraoimM not to yield-* 
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office, alas ! too oft their aim- 
Unjust reward, too— what a shame! 

Our goverament is free and good 
As e'er was fonii'd by man. 

The price of toils, of groans, of bloody 
And wisdotn is its plan ; 

Yet suff.T reason thus t' infer— ^ 

Tis human — and of course-^ma^ err* 



SPRING. 

Published in the J\'*orthern Budget — 180% 

HOW pleasing now to range the fields. 
When nature all her fragrance yields, 

And when she deigns to bring. 
Of vernal joys, the green-rob'd train. 
Who dance, enraptur'd, o'er the plain^ 

Led by the charmer, spring* 

The lambs their sjHrightly gambols play, 
The birds awake the matin lay. 

And mount upon the wing — 
Convene, and forming duTcet choirs, 
Safe thei?' chaste, innocent desires, 

A id hail the amilinji; spring. 

Il')t the sw.^et v^»loes o^ the Yine, 
Should Orfhetis aod ^fullojom. 
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And eftdi attune thf string, 
Could half the music yi^ld, for me^ 
As, warbling from joo bush and tree, 

The melody of spring. 

Though naked and forlorn the trees 
(Like sailors shipwreck'd on the seas) 

Late felt the Winter's sting, 
'Tis thine to clothe them, and to warm. 
To feed them — to repel the storm — 

So bountiful is spring. 

Tiiough modern bards, and those of yore> 
Have sung thy praises o'er and o'er, 

A^^ain ^he Muse shall sing 
Of all thy virtues, and thy powV 
To charm- the bud into a flow'r. 

Thou soul-enliv'ning sprikg. 

Confined to cities' noisy sports. 
Whether in Congress, or in courts, 

Tis but a joyless thing ; 
Midst the dull round of pleasures stale> . 
The cit but seldom can inhale 

The balmy breath of spring. 

While tumults craze the heads of state. 
The rich, voluptuous and the gre:it, 

Or President, or king ; 
The peasant, in his ho-nely fare. 
Devoid of titles, wcal«l' or care. 

Tastes all the swec^ts of srni^ 
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But since the fairest ilow'r must fade— - 
Must meet destruction ali that's made* 

When Death his dart shall fling. 
Let us enjoy the passing hour, 
Till we arrive where every flow'r 

Blooms in eternal spring* 



SYMPATHy. 

Mdressed to a friend, on reading his poetical effu- 
sion, called *' Resignation." 

THY heav'n-taught strains that sweetly flow^ 
In resignation to thy woe. 

With quiv'riHg lips I read ; 
While weeping Sympathy stood hear, 
Ahd holy, holy was the tear 

The list'ning angel shed. 

Sttft' Sensibility awoke — 

She saw the wound and felt the^troke 

Affliction gave her son ; 
But faint and trembling at the sight. 
Could only veil her eyes of light,. 

And weep for what was done. 

Oh ! had I pow'r, the gift or skillf. 
But co-extensive with tlie will, . 

How gladly would I pour 
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The balm of consolation where 
The fiends of sorrow, grief and care. 
Could torture thee no more. 

But, like thyself, pale mis'ry's child, 
I wander through a dismal wild, 

Unpitied — lost — forlorn ! 
No gleam of hope illumes the way ! 
A total dark eclipse of day, 

A night without a morn 

Is still my lot and God alone, 

"Whose will in earth and hear'n be done> 

Can solve the doubt and show. 
Why man was born to ceaseless pain, 
And why the heart must bleed in vain. 

At sight of others* woe. 

But, as from darkest clouds that rise, 
Heav'n's lightnings blaze athwart the skies^ 

At midnight's awful gloom. 
Unveiling glories else unseen; 

« 

So light divine breaks m between 
Our sorrows and the tomb. 
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TO SUMMER. 

Writltn in l)o^ daijs. 

PVE sung, and lio,]e a^ain to sing 
Tne j>)ys ot Autumn, Winter, Springs 

Those multifarious seasons; 
But never yet have trill'd a la^ 
To thee, O SUMMER, in mj day^ 

For 110 substantial reasons. 

Come then, neglected maid, draw near,. 
And a sweet sonnet thou shalt hear, 

From one wtio loves thee dearly ; 
For he who feelg* through ail his frame> 
As if his flesh were in a flame. 

Must worship thee sincerely. 

Come with thy sparkling blue cast eyes— 
Those gems that bless the cloudless skies, 

\Mien sun and moon are sleeping. 
And pensive nature softly sheds 
Her pearly dew-drops o'er their beds. 

As if their exit weeping. 

Come, at the morning's early dawn, 
When night her curtain has withdrawn, 

And day, with all his splendors. 
Walks forth in majesty and pride. 
While stars their beauteous faces hidej 

And earth her homage renders^ 
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Come, at the sultry noontide heaV 
And lead me to a cool retreat. 

Where a delicious fountain 
Profusely issues from a rock. 
Rent by an earthquake's awful shock— « 

The foot of yonder mountain. 

There let me join the reaper's ringj 
And quaff* the waters of the springr- 

Transmuted into switchel; 
A nectar which the gods might sip» 
Or pass the eulogizing lipt 

OiwkMa^^ I)octQr Mitchell. - 

■ 

Come with thy table richly spread, 
For which no victim's life has bled,^ 

Thy green-corn and potatoes— 
Thy blushing cherrles^^melons s wee4^ 
That look impatient to be eat, 

And temptingly aw;ut us* 

Come with thy roses, breathing roun4 
A fragrance not in nature found. 

Save in the breath of beauty; 
Whose teints no mortal cheek outvies. 
Save hers which borrows from the skies. 

The glow of christian duty. 

Come with thy diadem of flowers, 
Qaeea of the warm prQlific powers 



PQEM9. < Ita 

Tfiat bring forth vegetation j • 
And let thy heavenly breezes blovv^ 
And tvweep^ contagion fioiu belgw» 

To dead aunihdation. 

'Tis true, thy bed-bu^, flies and flea^ - 
'Musquetoos, wasps; and warlike bee»^ - 

Torioentini'lv assail us — 
Bite, sting, and suck our vital gore« 
Uiitil our smar ting flesh is sore» 

And rest and patience fail us ; > 

But ev'ry evil has its good, 

And though we loose a little bloody 

Perhaps 'tis all the better; 
Heaven writes on inis'ries as they fall^ > 
A saving lesson to us alU 

And man must read tiie letter. 

But hark l the hoarse loud thunder roars t 
From heaven the rushing rain -flood pour 

The vivid liglitnin"; flashes! 
It dims my siglit I drop my pen, 

TJie frightenM musen cry amen — 
As Uuvvu the torrent dashes. 
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AUrUMN;- 

XiBT other poefs flap the platne, 

To soar and sing of *' Autumn's gloom»H 

I see no mighty reason 
Why Autumn, if improv'd aright» 
Is not aspMgiiinwt wMr delight ^ ' / f [ 

As any other season. 

Spring, like ^ fair but fickle mafd. 
Soon changes-*-90on begins to fade* 

Though always blithe and charming 5 • 
And Wmter, wayward, Wuit and wild^ 
Though grey, is nothing but a child* 

With passions oft alarming. 

Summer is quite enchanting, too. 
Has rosy cheeks — nectareous dew^ • 

But then the earth is toasting 
With such insufferable heat, 
As if mankind were madie^ to eat. 

And only wanted roasting. 

But Autumn comes, serenely gay. 
In dress more lady-Uke than May— • 

More gaudy hues adorninu:; 
iBeliLe a niaideii WM in years» 
Who very beautiful appears. 

Fresh painted eV'ry. mornings 
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To yonder forest cast your ?ye, 
"With rain-bow tints her colors vie. 

And full as transitory ; 
For ev'ry breeze of heav'n that bloWfer^ 
Down, down some treinbling signal goei* 

Of Autumn's fading glory. 

Yet under Fall's auspicious reign. 
Health, full-fed, bounds ahmg-the plaiSt 

With plenty for the morrow ; 
While gratitude and peace unite. 
To fiil! the soul with pure delight. 

And banish ev'ry sorrow. 
October, iSiO. 



THR WVY TO BE HAPPY. 

DO troubles overwhelm thy soul. 

Like billows of the ocean. 
That o'er the shipwreck'd victim roll. 

In terrible commotion ; 
•Seize bold Imagination's mn^ 

And soar -to h^av'n, so seeming. 
Or reign a potentate and king— 

Tii ail obtained by— Dkkamin*. 

Do pain and povprtroDite 
To rob tlitf e of ail plMfiire^ 
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Like thieves-^ break in at dead of ni^rt^ 

And steal away thy treasure. 
The treasure of a tranquil mind 

WKhjfty umi ra|)ture teeming. 
Seek— rseek, my friend, and thou shaltfiad 

More solid joy in— Dreaming. 

For let the world ^till darker frowu 

Than night-rlouda on creation. 
And jeImw^t lis tenfold vengeance down, 

Tt^ wtath and iudig^nation. 
On this devoted head of mine. 

One star is still Ifft gleaming. 
One liglit that will forever shine-— 

The hope— the bliss of Dreaming* 

The \vorM can neither uive ror take 

Away these mental richer ; 
TheyVe mine — and sleeping; or awake, 

I love the little witches; 
They charm my senses to repose. 

While cares and want ar* screaming, 
My eyes and ears to mis'ry close, 

And give me peace in — Dreaming* 

. WhrncVr I lay me down to rest. 

With toils and sorrows weary — 
A heart most feelingly distrest, 
jUitd all oa earth looks dreary ; 
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Aerial powVs around me throng. 

With ligiit and glory beaming. 
And waft my raptuiM soul along 

The paradise of— Dreaming. * 

And oft as pensively I walk 

In solitary places^ 
I hear celestial spirits talk. 

And (hink I see their faces; 
They bid uis leave all earthly things. 

While tears of grief are streaming—' 
. I mount Imaginition's wings, 

And find my heav'n in^-DaEAMKNG* 

WOM \N. 
^HEN Man had doom'd himself to woes — 

W*oes that forever had umlone him. 
And God in wrathful veng«?ance rose 

To execute his sentence on- him. 
The burning, ire of opening hell 

Burst forth, and flames were kindling round him. 
But angel's tears in torrents fell. 

And quenchM those flames where justice bound 
him. 

For their own likeness, by his side. 

In all the loveliness of beauty. 

They saw ■ h is new created bride, 

. Still chaste, though w^uder'd froii| her dx^ji 

I4 
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They saw that Mercy, too, was movM— 
Prostrate in earnest Intercession ; 

Of ail heaven's host the well lielov'd, 
Seif-offer'd up for man's transgression* 

And thongh man's woes and inis'ries, all, 

Are charg'd on woman, who ador'd him; 
If Woman tempted man to fall, 

'Twas Woman^s promised seed restored him. 
O Woman ! were it not for thee. 

With all thy fraihies still about thee, 
lliis world the veriest hell would 6p, 

•ind heaven itself no heaven wiJiout thee- 



FIRE. 
DECEITFUL demagoj;ues may prate 
Their warm attachment to the state. 

And hum with party ire ; 
Give me, while such for office fi;^ht, 
Domestic peace, a mansion tight. 

Health, competence, and Fire* 

Let belles and beaux, poor silly souls. 
By guilty passion scorched to coals. 

Inflames of love exp're ; 
Givo rne of friends the cheerinjc smile. 
With ligncus scores, a monstrous pilci 

The element ef Fire, 
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When from the chilling toils of day, 
The iamb'ring sied, or pleasure sleigh« 

We to our homes retire ; 
To warm our limbs, prepare our food. 
How welcome is a stick of woad^ 

How charming is a Fivei 

Men haveadorM thee, well they mighty 
Great source of heat ! great source of light J 

Whom nation!^ all admire; 
For, void of thee, would earth become 
EnvelopM in eterna) gloom. 

Thou glorious orb of Fire / 

No Salamander breed I boast. 
Nor do 1 wish myself to roast. 

Nor is it my desire 
To live, like Tantalus^ withia 
A lake tartarian to my chin. 

Of brimstone and of Fire. 

]No all my pra^^V, avoiding this/. 

(For present jnys, nor future bliss 

No Hindoo rites require) 
Is with that heavenly ^me to glow. 
Which lights the good, when hence they go, - 
To shun that dreadful pit below. 
That burns with endless Fire. 
Feb. 1, 1816. 
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From the Plough Boy. 

We are oWiRed to our friend Ray for the folfow- 
inffelefiant eflfuHion. The New-Year'ft Address of - 
Tm Plou&h Boy was from the same ptn. We - 
mentioti this fact now, because that poem, which 
was escellmt t>f its kind, was attributed to auothe» < 
source by some of our readers^ 

SPRING. 
Written in May* 

LOOK through creation^ and belioldy ' 

The wonders^ of Almighty pow'r; 
Etfrnal Wisdom's works Pinfold, 

In evVy leaf— in evVy fiow'r: 
There is a God, all good, all wise^ ^ 

The very meanest insect cries. 

Seasons revolving in their spherc^y 

A thousand rural beauties bring, 
But loveliest of the group appears, 

Thegreen-dress'd beauty, charming Spring, 
The music of whose morning voice, 
Bids all the sons of earth rejoice. 

Winter is death — when Nature mourns 

To see her offspring lifeless lie ; 
Summer and Autumn weep by turns. 

To see their children droop and die; 
But Spring revives tl^eir hopes again, . 
And breathes new life through Q,\''rj vein. 
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Ildw emblematic of that dtij, 4/ 

The glorious resurrection morn, f'^ * 
^^hen deck'd m brighter robes than ^ 
In robes that angel hosts adoru. 

The soul redeemM shaH burst its tomb; 

And in immortal glory bloom. 





EIGHTEEN HUNDRED TWENTY. 

TfiB CARRIKR OF THE FCoUGH BOT^TO HIS PATRONS* 

YOUR faithful Garrier of the News, 

For (Hiblisher and printer/ 
Who cheerfulJj his route pursues 

Through all the stUlrms of Winter, 
Salutes you with a hearty wish 

That CASH may be more 'frienty. 
And brings yoa a poetic dish 

l^Or EIGHTEEN HUNDRED TWENTT«-- 

As Tiewless time, in swift career. 

Still driving on his stages, 
Has wheel'd along another year. 

The youngest born o(|dges, 
Sb let us freely speed tbe'^jty 

That brings us joy and'^lenfy. 
And join to hail the New- Year's day 

Of EIGHTEEN HUNDRED TWESTT. 

h 2 
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Tlirice happy is the Plough Boj's lot 

Above all other stations- 
Lord ^2*.e soil — a snag warm cot. 

Well storM with wholesome rations. 
He reigns sole monarch of his home. 

With ^ends siround him plenty. 
And joins to hail the year, that's come, 

"Of EIGHTEEN HUNDRED TWENTY. 

He scorns those plodding sprites of state*-*-- 

AmbitionjI^Honoars, Riches, 
That haunt and ride the would-be great. 

Worse — worse than Salem witches ;- 
But seated in his elbow chair. 

With friends and cider plenty. 
He plans the Show, and toasts the Fair^ 

Of EIGHTEEN |IUND«£D TWENTY. 

• 

Through this and e?*ry future year. 

May happiness attend you — 
Kind PRovibENcB no blasted ear, 

No dearths or tnildews send you—. 
But— seeds of peace and virtue sown,- 

Produce a crop of plenty. 
And Sickness ne'er be heard to groan. 

In EIGHTEEH HUNDKED TWENTY. 

And as the times jpress sore and hard 
On all concerned in jPrems — 
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Tfieir ofF, an(! almost sole reward, 
E'nbarrasstncnN, distresses — 

The liU'ral, friendiv, and t e just, 
Who liavp the ahincra plenty. 

Will spare a little chink, f trust. 

Far EIGHTEEN HUNDRED TWENTIi 



SPRING. 

Written in 1816, 

lio ! Winter's fierce embattled clouds; 
That rush'd in gloomy sable crowds. 

Before the driving blast. 
O'er the veil'd visage of the Sun, 
Who swiftly seem'd himself to run»- 

And dread them as he pasft'd. 

Are gone— dissoWd in melting snows ; 
And the same rill that lisping flows. 

Once sail'd in yonder sky- 
In vapors clad its fancy form. 
Till crush'd amidst the grinding storm. 

It raluM down from on high. 

Jlurst are the chains that lately bound. 
And lo! th' emancipated ground 
Her independence feels; 
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And smiling with intense delight,' 
Like morning breaking from the night - 
Creative pow'r reveals. 

The liberated rivers flow, 

A.Dd conscious forests laugh to know 

'i heir species are set free 
From tjrant Winter ; — and, again 
Bounds the white blood through evVj vein. 

Of evVj jojous tree. 

Brisk robin redbreast first appears; 
Her presence banishes the fears. 

Which snow-birds might prolongs 
She wafts us, on her golden wing, 
The tidings in the breath of Springs 

And hails it with a song. 

The vegetable kingdoms own 
AUegiancQ to no other throne, 

Than where th' Almighty reigns ; 
To him their tender hands they raise. 
In silent, but expressive p'aise. 

O'er all the adoring plains. 

Reanimated flies and worms, 

Of twice ten thousand different forms. 

From tomb& of froat arise ; 
Throw off* their grave-clothes, and appear. 
To witness, that the new born jea*-. 

Is lent us from the ikies. 



P0EM3« 1115 

At)d shall ungrateful mau* for whom 
Bkrth teems with fruits, and Rdens blooui) 

No thankful off' rings bring ? v^ 

Join, then, ye grov'ling slaves of pride, 
To dust, to worms, to Heav^'n allied. 

And bless the GOD of Spriko. 



THE PLOUGH BOY AND THE DANMKT- 

A FABLE. 

Some saj there's nothing made in vaioy . 
While others the reverse maintain. 

And prove it very handy, n 

By citing animals like these— 
Musquetoes, bed-buus crickets, fleas^ 

And, worse than ail — a Dandy! 

But Nature never made the last ; 
In some factitious mould was cast, 

A thing which all outmatches; 
Or from a tailor's shop let loose, * 

Hatch'd out ovipVous from his goose. 

Among his cflt^fl^e patches. . .•;!;;, 



One of these insects chanc'd to meet 
A robust Plough Boy in the street— 
(' Tv/as very muddy weather,) 
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The Farmer dodgM— the Dandy too— 
And both one vvaj — what shoald they do» 
But run up smack together. 

Down went the Dandy in the mud, 
For know that mortal flesh and blood 

Outweighs a s^im rag biiby ; 
And 'tis in balancing a law. 
That bones are heavier much than straw— 

Ag easj proved as maj be. 

The Dandy, all besraear'd with dirt, 
GlovuVclean-wash'd vest, and ruffl'd shirt. 

Flew in a furious passion^ — 
Curs'd — swore— and picking up his cane, 
Essay'd to crack the Plough Boy*8 brain, 

la mighty genteel fashion. 

The Farmer warded off the blows. 
And seizing Dandy by the nose. 

Gave it a dreadful twisting; 
Then flung him flat upon his back. 
In spite of many a fierce attack. 

And all his vain resisting— 

Together tied, with skins of eels. 
The struggling biped's muddy heels,' 

A dread to fops hereafter — 
Uragg'd him along — head downwards, toot 
And hung him on a sign -post hook— 

A spectacle for laug^hiec* 
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''Wc hope that Dandies^ after this, 
^ay warning take— for hit or miss, 

riiej must pull down their banners-— 
Must strike to hotnespnn comnio« ttcnse, 
..Mu3t (loti* their peak of insuleuce. 
And practise better mAaaers. 

POKER & Co. ^ 

THE HILL AND HOLLOW* 

"WHEN people seek a building scite^ 

For business which iAiey follow, 
..Some choose a HIU — exactlj rights 

And some prefer a Hollow ; 

And no it is, go where you will, 

-:fiome like a Ap/£oic— some a hitL 

The youthful poet 'first begins 

Vcdlonia'^s streams to swallow ; 
' She leads him till he breaks his ^hinsi 

O'er Satyrs, in the koUow ; 
He then attcnpts to climb the hillt 
. Where the nine Muses have a rilL 
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But meets in the Parnassian road* 
Which bards of fame all foilowy 

Huge rivals, who his verse explode* 
Add kick bim to the hollow ; 

Where he remains, to dip his bill 

In puddUs which descend the %ilL 

'. The politician^ just, and wise 
As Mitios or Apollo, 
Essays the hill of fame to rise. 

But slides back to the hoUoiv ; 
Because he strove to mount the hUU 
Repugnant to the people's will. 

The Christian leaves his hi*nble wa^. 

The paths of sin io follow. 
Soon as he finds himself astray. 

Will seek a^ain the hollow — 
Will leave the bleak and boisterous hWL ' 
Of Strife and passion, pride, and will. r-'i 

The youth who courts dishonest fame* 

Whatever he may follow. 
Will find his pathway end in shame-— 

A swamp— a liiiry hollow^ 
Then let him flounce, howe'er he will. 
Hard wUl it be to gain the hiU. 

' The beaufeoas maid, whose soul is Iovje> , 
.^With c«atiou« u\ib^ ihottld follow, ^ 
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"Where wHy men of pleasure move, 

The fopling's heart \9 hollow; 
'Twere better your life-blood to spill, 
Thaa truadie, with a rake,'dowu hilL 

When in proaperity, our friends 
Will like a house-dog follow; 

But when adversity descends. 
And sweeps us to the hollow. 

Will any help you up the hill? 
"Yes — scorn and persecution will. 

liife is at best a thorny vale. 
Where hissing serpents wallow, 

Where beasts of prey our peace assail- 
A dreary pathless hollow I 

A ragged, barren, rocky hill, 

.J^rolijic, though, of human ilK 

' Tet wiieresoe'er our lot is cast. 

Let us our duty follow, 
' Twill waft us to a hiU at last^ 

Above an awful hollow, 
To drink of endless bliss, our fill, 
. For Heaven is caird a Holy HilL 
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THE GRAND CANAL. 

Written in 1816. 

Th' Almighty Architect, above. 
In boundless wisdom — boundless love. 

Hath meted, with a span, 
A checkered map of earth and seas. 
And said, *< go thou inherit these, 

•'Apostate creature man P* 

" Thine arc ilHc watery* .Ibine the land, 
*' Subdue, control, direct,^ command, 

" And to thy use apply— 
*' The lakes, the rivers, moantaind, plain^ 
*' All the stupendous globe contains, 

" And all th' involving sky.'* 

The loud Omnipotent behest. 

In thunder came — in lightnii^ dressM, 

And m^n was taught to know 
Both go(id and evil— doom'd to toU, 
To scour the oce^n, break the soil. 

Though lord of all below. 

To agriculture, soon sqcceeds 
More bold and eiiterprising deeds. 

And commerce wing'd hieratore^^ 
Nations were call'd to mutual marts. 
Fancy and want invented arts, 

.And mines pro^uc^d fteir prea. 
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If rivers have been tuni'd aside, 
When potent man was seen to chide, 

And stem the torrent wave } 
if ocean, forfnidable» wild. 
Now tamM, and conqucrM by a child. 

Is manVobedient slave ; 

if mountains have been made to bend> 
That powerful armies might ascend. 

And Babel's tow'rs to rise ; 
If lofty Pyramids are seen. 
To show what mortals once have been. 

And mock Egyptian skies ; 

If human skill, and human might. 

Have brought mjsterkms worlds to light. 

And rein'd the shafts of hcav-n— 
ExplorM the path where planets run. 
And claspM the circle of th€ sun. 

As to a Newton giv'n ; 

Vfhi^ untried efforts yet remain^ 
'to break the intellectual chain 

That tow'ring genius binds ; 
To burst the shell of brooding thought, 
"Whose unlledg'd ignorance is sought, 

And where the seeker finds; 

Let Clinton^s mental pow'rs unfold; 
^ho first conceiv'd the project bold. 
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To bid the western floods 
Revolt from nature's long control. 
Freely through Dew-mark.'d regions rolfi^^ 

And leave th' astonisb'd woods. 

Immortal be the statesman's name. 
Eternal be the patriot's fame. 

Who shall mature the plan! 
And draw those oceans from the west, ' 
To bathe th' Atlantic's heaving; breast' 

A monument to man! 

Bold 18 th' attempt, and wise the scheme; 
August the work, sublime the theme> 

May list'ning millions hear ; 
And unborn, ages share the prize. 
Long as the sun is known to rise. 

Or siars in heaven appear. 
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From the Onondaga Gazette, 1816. 

A customer in Spafford, has entered a* serious 
complaint to the Editor of this paper, and re- 
quested liim to take poetical, {not official) notice 
of certain etiquette now in full vogue amongst 
the beaux of that town. As we wish to gratify 
our patrons by every means within our reacb» 
and every effort in our power, we really hope the 
young gentlemen and ladies will parclon us for 
any seeming improprieties in the following disr 
charge of our duty. 

THE COMPLAINT. 

A CORRESPONDENT much complains. 
That recently our country swains . 

Are growing so polite. 
They cannot let the sabbath pass, 
Without gallanting home a lass 

From meeting, day or night. 

He says, in old Connecticut 

'Tis not the practice — thei'efore, but 

; A scandalous * calculatioji ;' 
l^r there they let the ladies go 
^lone through rainstorms, mud or snow,. 
To work their own salvation. 



\9^ 



But pray, ray friend, where is the harm, 
111 taking hold a lady's arm, 
And walking. home from meeting? 
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Proyided'Bothing ill thej toucbi 
It Certainly caDnot be such 
A crime as merits beating* 

In old Connecticut ^tis true»^ ^-^ c J.Lj^ •^^o 
"Where lawSt as well as lights are hlu¥^ 

The land of • steady habits'— 
On pain of fines,' no person maj 
Gallant the girls, a sablmth daj, 

Ttio' round biM thick as rabbits. 

But hertt^ the laws are not so bad» 

Ber^y ev'rj tbving lass and lad 

May bend or bi-eak'the Sunday f 

^ For many, strange as it may seem^ 

^ The day of no importance deem» 

As different f(dm Monday. 

Tet, did they practise nothing worse^ 
And follow odier things of coarse-^ ^ 

Abominable sporting ; 
The crime, perhaps, were nor so great 
As Hartford treason 'gainst the 6tate> w 

To do a little courting. 

Against politeness is th' offence. 
This is our customer's pretence. 

And be it so awarded ; « N 

TolUems^ then, to tliee i bow, 
IBut cannot, for my life, tee how 
forms are disregaitled. 
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And if, in this enlightea'd \tLud, 
To * lead a sister b^ the hand,^ 

Be deemM an act uncivil— 
A deed unholy and unclean. 
Few, 'tis much fear'd will 'scape between 

The world, the fleshy and dcvlL 



FR OM A MAN ON TFIE EARTH TO THE 

MAN IN THE MOON. 

FROM childhood to age have 1 watch'd thee, my 
friend, 
Careering aloft through the skies; 
Through night's beaming splendors have seen tbeli 
descend, 
To darkness — and seen thee arise. 

Magnificent, bright, midst an army of stars, 
^ To Ofarch through the heavens again, « 
Attended by meteors in etber-buiit cars, 
A brilliant, immaculate train. *■ 

"What regions of glory thine eye must explore. 

Undiin'd by the shadows of time; 
Wiiat gulfs of thick darkness thy chariot bound o^eo 
• What hetven*danng Andes sublime, 

Vou chsftie, -mighty giaiiti to drop me a fine, 
3j iftoon'jieafflft'that Bteal round my bed ; 
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Or tell them to whisper, in dreams half liivlrfei'- 
The secrets that puzzle my head. 

Dost thou, in thy wand Ymgs, the Pleiades meet/*- 

And rest on the neck of the boll ; 
-To catch solar splendec^, where'er they ri&tfeaV 

Till Cynthia her hom gathers full? * 

Or dost thou Arcturus accost in thy way. 

And ask of Orion what news ? 
Re-light up thy lamp at the candle of day, 

When all other candles refuse ? 

Art thou the sole monarch of that whirling ball, - 

That wheels thee so dizzy along ? 
Or what do the Moonites, in their lingo, call^ 

The hero and theme of my song? 

Do people, if people there are in the moon. 

Walk upright, or go on all fours ? 
And have they long taUs, like the rakish babooa. 

And some politicians of ours ? 

tki ladies there dress in their plume- shaded crapesf 

So volatile, chi rping and fair. 
Were H not for their sise, and their half haiban 
shapes, 

You'd take them fbr birds of the air( 

And hast thou a creature no other <worid has ,^ 
Except our terrestrial one here,. 
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A^apeftifi whose likcnes« before never was, 
And never again may appear — 

In all thy wild rambles by day or by nighti 

AeHaU by land or by sea, 
Hast thou ever seen such a terrible sight-^ 

Are there any BANDIES with thee? 



>^; /'J^y^ VILLAGE GREATNESS. 

In ev*ry country village, where 
Ten chimney smokes perfume the air^ 
. Contiguous to a steeple, 
Great gentlefolks are foaDd» a score* 
Who can't associate, any more« 
With common ' country people^^ . : . . 

Jack Fallow, born amongst the woods,* 
. From rolling logs, now rolls-in goods. 

Enough a while to dash on— - 
Tells negro-stories — smokes segars— 
Talks politics— decides on wars — 

And lives in stylish fashion. 

Vim Ox-goouif lately from the plough, 
A|»olish,d genUeman is now, 

fttnd tal ks of • cauniry feUb^s ^' 
But ask the fop what books.he's read-^ 
^ Tou'llflnd thei brain-pan of his head, 
As empty as a bellows. 

■ -d'.' ■ 
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MissFaddte, lateljr from the whecl« 
Begins quite lady -like to {tp\. 
And talks affectedly genteel. 

And sings some tastj sot^Si too f 
But my veracity impeach, 
if she can tell what part c^ speech^ 

Gentility belongs to. 

tVithout one spark of wit refio'd. 
Without one beauty of the mind — 

Genius or educaUoh, 
Or family^ or fame, to boast. 
To see such ga^ rule the toast; 

Turns patience to TOJUition. 

To clear such rubbish from the earth. 
Though real genius — mental worth. 

And science to attend you, 
You might as well the sty refine, 
6r cast your pearls tieibre the swinri 

They'd onitjr turn and rend yei^ 
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The following was \?ritten after ft severe thnntlcr -v 

/Storm, on a very sultry night in August, at the ^ 

full of themooD, an^l when we had had a thick 
Jinokj atmosphere, in a very dry time. 

The sun set in fire, and the moon rose in blood, *- 

The stars they look'4 p»lc at the sight ; 
Andne^er buh^ the^mB-pf the worldrdrowniag 
floody. 

yVsiS felt a more comfortless Qight. 

A black giant-cloud show'd his head in the west. 

And rearing his mountain-like form, 
'^Siidst^read gleaming lig\itnings thatilaBhM from V> 

his breasts 

Jn thunder announc'd, that p. f torm « ^ ^ 

^as marchingapace through the fields of the atr. 

With all his artillVy at haml ; 
And soon we perceiv'd, by the lightning's red g1are» 

It mov'd as his winds gave cpmmacd* ^ . ^. 

The moon traveled on, unappall-d at the sccne> 

^ike virtue. intrepid and calm, 
Who knows that the sword of affliction is keen. 
And has Sn^^ wounded a balm. 

So shun the diBrk conflict. she ne*er turnM aside. • 

But faced it— anj firmly pursued 
■^he path which her Maker has markM ou t so witlf^ 

yVMh. star-gems abundi^Btlyjitrew'il* -^ 
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And now the whole firmament wrapp'd in a flame, 

And rolling its thunders below, 
-Appeared as if Nature, di6Solvin<|: her frame, 

Would sink us to fajthoinless wo ! 

But mark how kind Providence shapes his decrees— 

The tempest quite harmless paas'd i>Vp— 
The much-wanted rain fell in floods — and the breeze 
. Brought health, where 'twas sickness before* 



"THE HIVE." 

Near the lake of ^anmf^^s, there is a Friends' 

Female Boarding School called •* Phe £fiw^— 

conducted by Mrs. Lydia P. Mot»', Mr. Caleb 

.iMekeel, and Mis9 Sarah M. Undebhill; ti>. 

whom tiiis tribute of respect is feelin^^ljr addreai^ 

i ed. 

AROUND thy shores, delightful lake. 

What beauteous prospects lie ! 
'And thj calm waves a mirror make. 

Reflecting earth and skj. 

' Thy green-clad banks that gently slope. 

And scarce forbid tliy flow, 
Seem heaving like the breast of Hope, 
Wash'd by the floods of wo. 



':The rich luxuriaAt hills and plains. 



«!.' 
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And circumjacent groveii « J 
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^ landscape form that woos and gains 
The graces and the loves. 

But 'midst the bright enchanting scenes 

That claster round thy shores. 
There's one — tlie field where beauty gleans 

Her scientific stores^ 

More lovely far than all the rest 

That on thj borders thrive— 
The little humming honied nest. 

So rightly named " The HiveJ^ 

Thither full many a mother's heart 

Is carried with her child; 
And there each profitable art. 

Instil I'd with precepts mil(|y 

Is gathered from those tender flowers 

That in perfection bloom^ 
Where s;eniu!« buds — and heavenly showers 

Exhale a rich perfume. 

That no rude band may pluck the fruit 

Those charming bees may bring ; 
No parent's heart detest the brute 

That wounds it with a sting. 

Ye sentinels who watch the spot^ 

The saered treasures guard-«- 
'fl'each ey^rj youth to live % Jlotig 
And heaven is your reward. 

N 



^ 



143 POEMS. 

FALSE FRIENDSHIP. 

THE man who styles himself my frieiM], 

And quits me in disaster. 
Is worse than perfidy's fag-end. 

To thus betray his master ; 
Than such a friend, th' Almighty knowSy 
I'd rather have ten thousand foes. 

"What is he like ?-— A fawning cat. 
Which purrs for your caresses. 

But leaves you when he smells a rat. 
In midst of deep distresses ; 

Nay lacerates with teeth and claws. 

The hand that pats him with applause. 

What is he like ? — The glozing snake, 
That charms his feather'd gazer. 

Whose only object is to make 
A victim of his praiser; 

J)own drops the bird with feeble cries. 

An unresisting sacrifice. 

What is he like ? — His own dark shade. 
Seen but in sunshine weather. 

Of vanity's reflections made, 
And something like a feather ; 

At ev'ry adverse breeze that blows, 

Round— round he flies— away he gOQS. 



rOEMS. K3 

What Is he like? — The crafiy fox, 

Who claitu'd to be defender 
Of unsuspecting chicken flocks. 

When lo, the bdse pretender. 
To make his declarations good, 
Whips off their heads and sucks their blood. 

What is he like? — That grim old elf. 

Who flatter'd Mrs, Adam 
To damn her husband and herself, 

(A very pretty madam :) 
'Twas friendship's false beguiling arts. 
First gave the world such aching hearts. 

And what is Woman's friendship like. 

That fairest of all creatures ? 
Digust it never fails to strike. 

If treachery mark its features ; - 
'Tis like a spirit of disgrace— 
A demon with an angel face. 
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Take not away that life you cavnot givB ,• 
For all things have an equal right to live. 

DRTDEVr 

REMORSE, 

On killing a squirrelin a garret 

RASH was the hand and foul the deed. 
That gave thee, thus to death a prej ; 

Oh ! I could weep to see thee bleed. 
And pant thy gasping life awaj. 

"What hadst thou done to merit death, - 

But gather for a future day ? 
Just to prolong thy little breatli ; 

And yet I took thy life away. 

For thou no wealth or fame didst crave- 
No costly food, or clothing gay; 

But only sought thy life to save. 
And yet I took thy life away. 

Poor little thing ! how hard it strove 
To shun the blows, as hid it lay ; 

But all could not my pity move, 
i took its trembling life away. 

Oh ! how inhospitably vile ! 

It came, a stranger, here to stay. 
To eat and drink, and live awhile, 

put I have torn its life away. 
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Too late I now repent the blow, 
^Tis stiff, alas ! and cold as clay 1 

Its life to me it did not owe. 
And yet I took its life away* 

That Pow'r which gave all Nature law, 
Whose summons we must all obey, 

Gave thee thy vital breath to draw, 
And yet I took that breath away. 

Whether thou hast a mate to moan. 
Or offspring dear, ah ! who can say ? 

No harm to me thou e'er hadst done. 
And yet I took thy life away. 

What millions do mankind destroy. 
Of their own race, for pow'r or pay ! 

Some would have kept thee for a toy ; 
But I have toy'd thy life away. 

And if for tliis, remorse I feci. 

If conscience stin<;, ah ! what must tbcv 

Endure, who wide destruction deal. 
And take the life of man away. 
Oct. 1808. 

N fi ' 
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LAW. 

Assist ye Fmnes, while I draw 
A just similitude of Law, 

I court no other Muses ; 
Tour inspiration answers best. 
To sing the most confounded pest, 

A mortal ever chnses* 

Law is like longitude, about. 
Never completely yet found out. 

Though practis'd notwithstanding ; 
'Tis like the fatalist's strange creed, 
"Which justifies a wicked deed, 

While sternly reprimanding. 

'Tis like a iottVy, with a prize 
Less tlian the ticket cost, how wise 

And keen a speculation ! 
Or like a blank, when all is lost. 
Time, reputation, debt and cost, 

Th' effects of litigation. 

'Tisalso like a game of chance, 
(Must pay the fiddler those who dance) 

The gainer is the loser; 
'Tis something like a hornet's nest. 
Which foolish roguish boys molest. 

But stings a great deal closer. 
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'Tis like anet, constructed so 
As* to allow great rogues to go. 

While petty ones it hampers ; 
'Tis like the clutches of a bear, 
Tis like the hounds that chase a hare; 

Which innocently scampers. 

And finds his rescue in a grave,. 
As many guiltless DESToaa have, 

Fr(Hn ruthless persecution :— 
^Tis likeiyour humble servant's song^. 
Dull, dry, Mrhich you. may think too long, . 

And wish for- a conclusion. 

'Tis like a thousand other things, 

With tails, and claws, and teeth, and stingSi. 

T' annoy and overpower us. 
But of all forms it ever took. 
Laws Sal'kt most like Satan look, 

Aad threatea to devour us. . 
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" When men of infamy to grandeur soar, 

" Thej light a torch to show their shame the more*'*' 

TOM EAGLE. 

TOM Eagle was a man of pelf. 

An artful speculator; 
Who money prized, and lov'd himself, 

Much more than his Creator ; 
And shap'd his principles to suit 
His purse and passions ■ what a brute I 

Says he, *' although I fear not God, 

•* Nor yet regard my neighbor, 
•*No longer will I break the sod''— 

(For Eagle hated labor) 
«*No longer clear away the woods, 
**But cultivate my taite for goods** 

To purchase them, away he goes. 

While many people said it. 
Although, perhaps, nobody knows. 

His capital was credit ; 
His credit like a toadstool grew 
Fromi filth around it — which it drew. 

Clownish, and ignorant, but keen 

To lie or tell a story, 
He hung, in politics, between 

A democrat and tory ; 
In every dish he had his spoon, 
Aad changM as often as the moon. 
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Bj dint of smuggling, knavish wiles ; 

And dittos oft repeated — 
Cringing and sycophantic enriiles, 

And treating those he cheated, 
PowV and importance Boon began 
,To raise from dirt the Jittle man. 

Among a harmless flock of geese, 

The fox is often stealing ; 
Eacle was made a Justice Peace, 

To gratify his feeling ; 
Fed'ral, republican, or quid, 
As times turn'd round, so Eagle did. 

And thus walk'd on through cyhj grade 

Of lucrative promotion ; 
i'or offices are public trade. 

And merit but a notion .; 
While evVy pop'lar party tool. 
Is one or both — a knave or fool. 



PERPETUAL MOTION. 

STRAiSGE things in Penni^ylvania state. 
Have happen'd (papers say) of late. 

Amongst the vesta notion, 
.That niturc has divulg'd her laws. 
And giv'n the principles and causjc 

Qt^ Si Perpetual JIMon. 
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Behold f he jrreat men gravely met, 
A learn-d and philosophic set 

As ever came together, 
T' inspect t)ld Eedhfff&r^s muth'iue. 
And iind the difierence between 

A hair-spring and a feather! 

Wond'ring what Redheffer is at. 
While long assembled, hear them chat. 

And hum ^ike bees a hiving; 
When lo, the crafty knave appears-— 
A proposition stuns their c: r§! 

'Twas what he*d been contriving : — 



•' Choose Or committee from amonj^^* ■ 

The words were scarcely from his tongue. 

When each one, wildly staring, 
ShowM frightful symptoms of chagrin- 
CursM the vile rcgue and his mp»'hine. 

And tnvell'd homewird, swearing 

'Twas all imposture, all a cheat — 
That motion yet retaiu'd her^'eat 

In Nature's dark recesses ; 
Arid had not come, as some suppose. 
Her secret mvstVies to dieclose, 

Tlirough Philadelphia prcs^s. 
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But let notHedhcffer despair, 
A thousand people yet there ai e. 

Who rca.lly believe Ihat 
Perpetual motion is found out- 



Devoid t)!* scruple era doubt. 
And cannot wdl conceive that 

The man should be so great a fool. 
As thus to introduce a tool. 

With vast expense and labor. 
Only to make his credit worse — 
For nothing but XoJiU his yurse. 

And wrong his honest neighbpr. 

Credulity, liow great thy ppw!r ! 
fven in this eniigliten'd hour. 

Thy influence is unbounded! 
Error successfully may preach, 
for Truth has lost the use of speech, 

And Reason is confounded. 



A NEW. YEAR'S ADDRESS, 

For Jaiiuary, 1819. 

TIME with his scythe has mow'd away 
The human race fiom day today. 
Crop after crop, year after year. 
Yet Earth's inhabitants appear 
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As thoughtless of their destiny— 

Of death, and of eternity, 

Which soul and body soon^tnust sever. 

As if they were to live forever, 

Of all they ought to love and cherish. 

As stupid as the beasts that perish ; 

And so they will be, while they can. 

Whilst life is lent— -While man is man. 

And since we cannot alter things. 
As Time no reformationbrings ; 
Since vice and virtue, wrong and right. 
Are interstreak'd,Vike black and white — 
Compose the threads of life and tissue, 
Where none can plead the general issue ; 
Since evVy man mnst have his share 
Of good and evil — joy and care ; 
Since unmix'd happiness, we, know. 
Was never found by man below, 
'Tis wisdom for us to submit. 
For all must miss what none can hit^ 
And let the world go as it will. 
Say to our passiona — " Feace, be stilU^ 

How many days, and months, and years. 
Spent in alternate rest and fears. 
Have pasa'd — are gone — and strangely, seeai 
A dark, prophetic, real dream. 
That leaves impressions strong and deep. 
Whenever we awake from sleep ; 
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We sliall not linger to recount. 
Or figure up their full amount. 
But hasten briefly to pourtray 
The leading'.topics of the day. 
Wishing to all who read or hear, 
That this may be a happy year* 

Tyrants legitimate may chafe, 
Oar liberties, thank Heaven, are safe. 
And guarded well the nation notv is. 
By vet'rans brave, and naval prowess, 
But stronger still is her defence. 
In virtue and intelligence. 
Which all our happy land pervade, 
Beach cvVy rank and evVy gpAde. 

The allied Sovereigns have adjourn'd. 
And to their restless thrones returned'; 
Whose troops have had a merry dance. 
The fiddler to be paid by France, 
But whether Bonaparte, now sick^ 
(Sbme think it nothing but a tricky) 
Is to be left at St. Helena, 
Doomed to the mines in Carthagena^ 
Or brought to England for a show. 
They have not sent to let us know ; 
One truth is ascertain'd about him, 
We, democratSi can do without hinii 
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Affairs unsettled s'dH remain 
With pious Ferdinand of Spain *, 
But wliv, no other reason known is/- 
Than that the chevalier Don OniSt 
And Quincy ^Idams could not seo 
Why thej should differ— why ap;rec ; 
Thougli Mr. Secretary John 
Gets much the better of theZ>07i. 

Some thought that Jackson acted ditilly. 
In rashly taking Pensacola ; 
But our good President Monroe, 
The measure has approved, you kno'^r^^ 
And as we nothing liad to gaih,- 
Ilas giv'n it back to whimp'ring Spain. 

The Southern Patriots' cause su->'iin(>. 
We wish to sing, but have not time ; 
♦Successftd may their efforts be, 
For equal rights and liberty. 

Of news domestic, small our share ; 
We give you all we have to spare — 
B?aths, Marriages, and something further, 
Wit!i now and then a '* Horrid MttrlhevV 
Fires, shipwrecks, storrai»j a " dreadful gale," 
Sea-Serpents, and ** The Real Vv'ljale," 
With thefts and robb'ries, more or lessi 
Are all the tidings tvc possess. 
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Now, as the year anew begins, 
And while you sit and warm jour shins, 
Around your blazjng chimney places, 
Joy painted in your glowing luces, 
Joy that kind Providence attends you. 
Health, and a copious harvest sends you ; 
Now as you seize the moniing news. 
Wet like the leaves with summer dews. 
Or as you light your evening tapers. 
And haste to read the fresh damp papers, . 
Amidst the cold and storms of winter, 
Think on the jyTewsboy, and the Printer, 
And never leave them cause to say — 
•« TFe suffer for the want o/— PAY ;^^ 
At least — while true in your employ^ 
Present a trifle to the BOY. 



From the JSTew-Tork Statesman, 

[1rhc following beautiful lines are from the pen of 
"William Ray, Esq. of Onondaga, wiiose poetical 
effusions have often delighted the public, and whose 
genius and taste ought to have secured to him the 
smiles, instead of the sternest frowns, of fortune. — 
Few men, or in more emphatic terms, few poets, 
Dot even excepting Chatterton and Burns, have 
witnessed darker scenes of misfortune than %W. 
Ray; and his cup of bitterness, allhoughjd rained to 
the dregs, seems hot yet exhausted, it was not 
enough, that he endured the honors of slavery in a 
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foreign land ; but in the bosom of his own country, 
he has met with oppressors, whose tender mercies 
are scarcely less cruel, than those which he found on 
the shores of the Mediterranean. During the reign 
of proscription, Mr. Ray has^ with many other good 
citizens, been deprived of his office, which was the 
only means of supporting a helpless family, and 
turned adrift upon the wond. We have understood 
he contemplates publishinga small volume of poems ; 
and if he shall conclude to hazard such a publica- 
tion, inauspicious as the times are for an undertlt- 
king of this sort, we sincerely hope that many con- 
siderations will ensure to him a liberal subscription.] 

RETURN OF SPRING AND APPROACH OF 

MAY. 

THE signals of summer appear. 
The fields and the forests are green. 
That cherub, the spring of the year, - 
May how in fresh beauty be seen. 

The fair branching fruit trees aspire^ . 
To rival each other in charms. 
And dress in their gayest attire, 
To win the sweet birds to their armii» 

The birds as if conscious of this. 
Impartially visit them all, 
Salute everv bough with a kiss, 
A.nd honor each spraj with a call.* 
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Like Orpheus their nnisic can move 
E'en groves, in a dance from the ground ; 
For rocks are made vocal to love, 
Convej'd in the ma^c of sound; 

How fragrant the breath of the skies. 
How mellow the lustre of daj. 
That breaks from ihe morning's blue eyes^' 
And glows in the blushes of May. 

And evening so calmly serene,- 
Like age in a holy decline, 
Seems longing and lingering between' 
Two regions, with fervor divine* 

The Iamb, like a juvenile fair. 
So innocent, thoughtless, and gay; 
Skips forth to inhale the fresh air. 
And kiss the young blossoms of May;: 

And oft like the maid isassail'd. 
And ruin'd by foes in disguise;- 
For virtue has seldom prevail'd^ 
Assaulted by tr«ac1i'ry and lies; 

The husbandman, seizing his plough. 
Walks round in the pride of his might/ 
The drops of his masculine brow. 
Vail freely as dews ot Uie night;- 
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liis home is the center of rest. 
His heart is the birth-place of joy. 
All creatures around him are blest. 
And praise is their sweetest employ. 

Each insect, each worm, and each flaw'r, 
A God of all goodness adore, 
Acknowledge his life-giving powV^ 
And feed on his bountiful store« 

The works of creation unite. 
To lead up man's soul to the skies,- 
And seasons of rural delight 
Give wings for his spirit to rise* 



THE CARRIER OF THE PLOUGH BOY TQ- 

HIS PATRONS. 

SONS of labor now at ease. 
Whom the News-Boy toils to please. 
Here he conies with cap in hand, 
Always ready at command. 
To regale you with the news. 
And effusions of the muse. 
Glad to see you thus appear. 
Like the dawning of the year. 
Fresh and glowing, bright and gay, 
On this happy New-Year's Day. 
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^lay that happinosa remain, 
Lang as time add nature reign^ 
And \rhcn both have pass'd away, 
Like tills busy fleeting day. 
Happier still your portion be, . 
Through a long eternity. 

All the toils of summer o'er. 
Peace and plenty roupd his door^ ■ 
Who on earth so blest and free 
As the Farmer ? — Like the bee. 
All the sweets of life are his — 
Large and full \\\% cup of bliss — 
Who can envy thrones to kings/' 
When the Plough such treasure brings* 

See his works with profit crowu'd — 
Barns with hay-stacks huddled round. 
Like a family, whom fear 
Draws within a circle near ; 
Stately steeds and cattle neat. 
Cribs of corn and mows of whea^,< 
Thickly peopled is his fold- 
Harmless sheep and Iambs behold. 
Like the christian, 'midst the din 
Ola noisy world of sin — 
Fowls oviperous cackling round, 
Pois'd with one foot on the ground, 
^Icet their master as he comes, 
Oluck their wants and shake their plumes, 
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When at midnight all is still. 
Hear his geese with voices shrilU 
At the silliest tkoagbt of harm. 
Raise the tocsin of alarm; 
While from all the bdrn-yard around,^ 
Bchoes back the screaming sound. 

See the lofty turkej-cocfc, 
Monarch of the featherM flock. 
Like a haughty potentate. 
Strutting round the yard of istate, 
Fill'd with anger fierce and dread. 
At the sight of daring red, 
Swell'd and gobbling as lie goes. 
Dire destruction on his foes; - 
But, like other tyrants, he' 
Soon will lose Us head you'll see. 

Ere the morn unlocks her doors. 
Whence a stream of day-light pours, . 
Ere the baccliahalian goes 
From his cups to seek repose. 
Hear the game-cock's clarion peal, 
Breaking sleep's mysterious^eai. 
Like a summons from the skies. 
Calling mortals to arise ; 
While each faithful sentinel' 

Answers loud that "all is well.*''' 
Industry obeys the call. 
Rises, hastens to the stalls 
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Ai^ replenishes with food 
All his stock, and all his brood. 
Who around liim gladly fly 
To a bountiful supply. 
Back the hasbandman returns. 
Where his fire now briskly burns, 
'Where the partner of his joys — 
Rosy girls, and healthful boys. 
Kneeling with him round the chairs, 
Send to heaven their matin prayers;— 
Thus the year with him begins. 
Thus the race to heaven he wins. 

Roast the spare- rib, spread the board. 
Well can vou the feast afford : 
Call your neighboring plough boys io, 
*Wives and daughters, all akin ; 
Seated round the parlor stove, 
:Warmer than the heart of love. 
Let the cider freely flow, ^ 

Till your cheeks begin to glow ; 
Eat and drink, and drink and smoke. 
Tell the atory, crack the joke. 

Keeping temp'rance still in view. 

Never dream of getting blue. 

For remember Adam fejl. 

As the sacred canons tell. 

By that fruit wbonce cider pours. 

Seeds of hell were in its cores ; 
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Caution therefore always i!se, 
; Lest vour paradise jou lose. 
Ev Vy winter scenes like these, 
^v'ly New -Year's farmer seeB« 

Sons, of Ceres! — soon th\8 d/iy. 
Like myself will pass ^way. 
Soon our sands will cease to ran^ 
Life must have its setting sun. 
Death will come and no one spare. 
Land us all the Lord knows where : 
But with Virtue for our guide, 
And Religion by our sid^. 
Lighted by devotion*s flame. 
Pure as when from heaven she cam^. 
Piety has nought to dread, 
From the precincts of the dead; 
For the close of all things here. 
Brings an ever-blissful year, 
^ • Glory's never-setting sun — 

Eighteen hunx>rsi> TWENxyyOjrE. 
^an. U 1821. 



POEMS. 165 

THE CARRIER'S ADDRESS TO THE PA- 
TRONS OF THE N. ¥. STATESMAN.; 

January 1, 1821. 

DAYS, and hours, and momenta fly. 
Swift as lightning through the sky ; 

And, like arrows, often wound 
Those who see not whence they came. 

Bring their high hopes to the ground. 
With a sure and fatal aim ; 

Where they flutter, die, and fade, 

la the tomb of darkness laid. 

But, in quick succession, rise 
Other suns to light the skies. 

And to mark the speed of Tim« ; 
While creation droops or cheers; 

Giad as morning in hdr prime, 
/Breaking from a night of tears, 

Chasing sadness faraway. 

Let us hail the New- Year's Day. 

Sons of plenty, while I bring 
Water from Pierius' spring. 

As you slake your thirst awhile, ' 
Iict me briefly here recount 

What, perchance, may raise a smile, 
-."Figure up the whole amount. 

What the year now past has done. 

What expect from — 'twenty-one. 

P 
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In tlic catalogue of names, -^ 

England first atteDtion claims ; 

There behold the modest Queen 
At the bar of trial stand ! 

Was such mockVy ever seen ? 
Such a filthy cause in hand ; 

Judge and culprit on a throne. 

Party, witness, all in oi>e. 

Innocent, orguiitj found. 
True or not, a mortal wound 

Royal George is doom'd to feel- 
Sad confusion and dismay. 

Should his confidantsr reveal 
His dark crimes to open day ; 

Revolution's awful flood 

Threats to drench his realm in blood. 

Turned from this disgusting sight. 
Next, O Muse, on Russia light, 

Alexander's vast domain — 
Troops, like dens of lions fierce. 

Grind their teeth on France and Spaix- 
Terror of the universe : 

But the Holy League, they trust, 

"Will protect the good and just. 

Various European powers 
Seek for liberty like ours. 
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But theirhideous mass of things 
Is not fortn'd of equal rights ; 

Folly still retains her kings. 
Bigot still for bigot fights ; 

South America, we fear. 

Buys her gold, too, very dear. 

But, from Transatlantic shores. 
Back the muse Iiistoric soars, 

And ah'gfcts, with wcarj wing, 
On our national afiairs. 

Short t!\c song she has to sing. 
Hoarse and plaintive in its airs ; 

For the sound of Slav-ry's groans^ 

Jars and mingles in its tones. 

Land of/r^fe?oni^— land of slaves! 
State of patriots — f tate of knaves — 

Sticklers for that traOic base. 
Which degrades the human soul— 

Which enchains a kindred race, 
Till their tears. in blood-drops roll ; 

Who can hear Missouri nam'd. 

And not feel his blood in flam M. 

But, while Clinton holds the reins. 
Free and safe our state remains— 

Undismay'd by foes within, 
Or " eivtrnneons. ivjpuence^^-^ 
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Notwithstanding all the din 
Of consummate impudence ; 
Though a set of wits assails, 
Famous for their monstrous (flZf*. 

Eighteen hujidred twenty ! — we* 
Never more thy face shall see ; 

But thy works of deathless fame. 
Long as floods through channels flow, 

Wide shall waft a Clinton's namcj. 
Through the universe below; 

For in this eventful year. 

Fleets on his CAN AL appear! 

Eighteen hundred twenty one ! 
Much in thee too will be done — 

Acted many a bloody scene- 
Many a martyr lose his head ; 

For proscription's guillotine 
Numbers thousands "with the dead ; 

Let them cut and slhsh away, 

** Ev'ry dbg must have his daj/,^' ' 

God, forever good and kind, 
Still the same we hop© to find — 

Yielding plenty, joy and peace ; 
And though clouds obscure the morn. 

He can bid the tempest cease. 
Ere the noon-day beam is born ; 
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Ere the year half through has run« 
Give our hopes a brigliter sun. 

Part J fc'iJs, and public strife^ 

Which embitter private life, 

Let calm Reason shame away — , 

Unanimity succeed— 

Harmless beasts and beasts of prey, 

Lamb and wolf together feed : 

All in peace and friendship d well- 
Such my pray'r is fare you well. 



A NEW-YEAR'S ADDRESS, 

For January 1, 1821. 

HEAR the winds of winter blow. 

See a winding sheet of snow 

O'er the face of Nature spread, 

"What an emblem of the dead ! 

But as Solomon the wise, 

Whose sound precepts all men prize. 

Hath announc'd, though not in rhyme^ 

That for myrth there is a time. 

Let us, for a moment, take 

Wisdom's Ircence— men y make, 

And in reason, thouglvhalf froze, 

Drink oblivion to our woes* 

P S 
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Eigliteen hundred twenty- one; 
Glad we hail thj rising sun, 
And before his glories get» 
Hope to be more happy yet ; 
For th' invited guests shall bring. 
To adorn the social ring. 
Smiling beauty, flush'd with joy, 
Chaste, unmingled with alloy — 
Sturdy health, with stomach keen. 
Well inforniM what dinners mean.- 

9 

Fill your pitchers to the brim. 
Let your guests in Cider swim. 
If they choose it, and would wish' 
Thus to wash down dish on dish; 
Or some pure Madeira fake. 
Merely for the stomach's sake ; 
But for Brand]!, B,um, or Guif 
Shun them as the gates of sin ; 
Pain and misery, strife and woe, - 
FrduL thence inevitably flow. 

Now gay evening's chat comes od,v 
Party politics — begone ! 
And, at least for one short day. 
Send all bickering imps away ;. 
Rural sports, and festive joy, 
Be our innocent employ. 
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Tliu3 while round the heartli or stove 
VfoMy warin'd by fire and love, 
While the luscious banquet flows. 
Till the midnight watch -cock crows. 
Think bow wretched millions are, 
AVhile such blessings freemen share ; 
Think of England^s rojal knaves, 
Vassal Lords, and subject slaves. 
Whose old gouty King and Qu^n, 
Act a most disgraceful scene ; 
Think of Europe's wide domain. 
Bound in one eternal chain, 
In a '* half/ league^^ combin'd. 
To enslave'and drag mankind. 
At t!ie chariot wheels of powV, 
For destruction to devour ! 
Think — and bless the Lord who saves 
Us from being kings or slaves. 

Sons of freedom, plenty, peace! 
Till the years of time shall cease. 
May your happiness remain- 
Union, concord, ever reign ! 
May the News-Boy always find 
Brisk employ, and Patrons kind- 
Long as snows of Heav'n shall drifts 
Find a joyful JSTew Year'^s Gift. 
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new-year's address. 

From the Carrier of the Gazette & Onondaga Ad- 
vertiser, to his Patrons, 

January 1, 18£1. 

OLD Time, with his hand, has conducted along. 
His chaste little daughter in white; 

Exhorting us all to attend to her song- 
She sings with enchanting delight. 

She says she has come from the regions on high. 
Where planets whirl round like a top ; 

And that her old father most surely must die. 
Whenever their motions they stop. 

One thousand eight -hundred and twenty and one. 

Her stylish long name is below; 
Her grand-mother Moon, and her grand-father Sudj 

Her high birth and family show. 

Joy, plenty, atid peace, she delights to behold. 

Her visit shall last till our sphere 
Has saii'd round the sun, thro' his oceans of gold— - 

The full-ending term of a year. 

In rural festivities let us unitCy 

And banish all sorrow away. 
Lay hold of good dinners, with all our whole miglit. 

And joyfully wind up the day. 



POEMSt 173, 

Discordant political sentiments waive^ 

Which social hilarity chill, 
And if a Convention the People must liave. 

Submission, I say, to their will. 

Let England's chaste queen, or her boozy old king;. 

Of conjugal rows make a breach ;. 
Legitimate royalty, what a fine thing 

To follow, to practise, or preach. 

Tes, let them alone, it is nothing to us. 

How virtuous or vicious are those ; 
The question alone which we now shall discuss^ 

Is, when shall our merriment close. 

Come fill up the pitcher with cider again. 

And give us another good song ; 
AH sorrow and sighing are fruitless and vain» 

For Providence never does wrong. 

Success to the plough, to the loom, to the spado, 

To industry, labor and toil, " 
And may our elections be speedily made 

T' embrace ev-ry man of the soil. 

And while the poor News-Boy, and Post-rider too, 

Continue their faithful employ, 
With just expectations they look up to you,. 

^Vnd wisli you all possible joy. 



# 
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May ainillng Pt-ospcrity always attend 
Oaf Patrons, with hearty good cheer» 

And ne'er may they grudge a small boon to a friend. 
To yield him A Happy New -Year. 



EETITION TO THE CONVENTION IN BE^ 
HALF OF THE LADIES. 

By their friend and counsellor. 

A HUMBLE bard who ne'er before, 
Address'd a speaker 01 the floor 

Of capitol — would mention, 
"Withoiit a quibble or a quirk. 
What ladiej be;; niav be one work 

Of your wise state convention. 

That ev'ry one must have a vote. 
Who does not wear a petticoat, 

Is generally admitted; 
But w!iv should women be denied. 
And have their lon^^ues cornplctely tied. 

For party broils well fitted. 

The question is of great account. 
Which no convention can surmount, 

Without dissatisfaction 
Amongst the ladies^ — so 1 fear. 
And therefore as their friend appear^. 

And counsel in this action* 
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'That women have a right to livey 
Ten thousand reasons I could give. 

But this v^as never doubted ; 
And he who would their freedom baulk. 
And say they have no ri^^Wt to talk. 

Would from the world be scouted. 

The Turks, I know, who hold no polls. 
Believe that women have no souls; « 

But, when thej wjcar the breeches 
As oft they do in states like ours. 
Which give them supernatural powers, 

And hang them up for witches. — 

To say that women must be dnven 
Prom evVy 4||jier place but heav-n. 

Is certainly alarming ; 
And he who would the like maintain. 
Ought to be treated with disdain. 

In company so charming. 

Man is half-woman, at the least. 
Excepting now and then a beast. 

Who forfeits all pretensions 
To decency and common sense. 
By many a foul and bhck off'jnce ; 

And yet» some state conventions 
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Have in their wisdom, found it roe^t 
To let such wretches step their feet, 

Polluted with infection, 
•Into the sacred fane where lies 
The ark of all our liberties — 

The birthright of election ; 

While women, gjifce as Eden's queen, 
rBefore that ^orld -distressing scene. 

In mjst'rj darkly hidden. 
Must stand aloof— remaining dumb, 
And never to elections come- 
By haughty man forbidden. 

• But you, immortal statesmen, you. 
Keeping the lovely sex in view 

At your august conventioA^ 
Will frame the constitution so 
That ladies can t' election go, 

W^ithout the least detention ; 

For, should you otherwise decree, 
The direful consequence may be 

Diminish'd population ; 
And this Pm authoris'd to say, 
If women's rights are flung away. 

Is their determinatipn. 
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ELEGY, 
0» THE Death ov James Chauncst Mann. 

WE saw him on the bed of deaths 

His wailing friends stood near, 
A groan w^s born at evnry breath«- 

Froaa every eje a tear. 

Damp chills convulsive pangs succeed. 

Till nature yields the strife. 
From eyes that weep, and hearts that ble^d^ 
, Death tears away. Us life. 

He's gone from sickness, pain and wo. 

Where Everlasting Love 
Gives, for a wretched world belovr# 

A world of bliss above. 

Thus falls before thee, ruthless ** king 

Of terrors," old and young ; 
The fairest blossoms of the spring 

On tend'rest stems are huog. 

SnappM by the vernal breeze they fall« 

They wither, fade, aQd die ; 
.The breath of heav'n, the life of all, 
. Is life's expiring sigh. 

-A brother oF less number'd years^ 

A brother sees expire, 
, His sisters all sufifus'd in tears 

Put ^n tlie black atticek 

Q 
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But who shall bind the broken heart. 
Or soothe his parent's grief? 

With children oh, how hard to parti 
liow hard to find relief. 

Philosophy in vain may seek 

An antidote or cure ; 
'Tis God alone can comfort speak, 

Or know what they endure. 

To Him whene'er the mourner flies 

With penitence and pray'r, 
He wipes the tear-drops from his eyes, 
And lights up rapture there. 
. J)Iarch 16, 1821. 



QThe two elegiac poem? which follow, were by 
a mistake in not looking on both sides 6f a printed 
leaf pasted at one end in a book of copy, nearly 
half omitted in another part of this work — pages 
59 and 74. They are, therefore, to remedy uie 
mistake, printed over again and entire, as below.] 

To the Memory of Brigadier General Zebulon 

MONTGOMEHT PiKE, wko fell Ot iM COftUre of 

Little Tork, y. C. JSpril 87, 1813. 

IF ever angels, from the blissful skies. 
Look, down on mjortals, with benignant eyes. 
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^Tis when the brave repose in hcav'n tlieir trust, 
Whose cause id righteous, and whose views arc 

just — 
'Tis on the hero, who, when dutj calls, 
O'er death triumphant, nobly (i^bts and falls ; 
If ever grief intrudes on heav'nly bliss, 
'Tis when such scenes occur — a sight like this ; 
A scene which caus'd our sorrowjng hearts to swellj 
When Fike^ so recently, in battle fell ! 

Lov'd bj ail ranks; rever'd wherever known. 
His name a terror tohis-/o€S alone : 
In whom the virtues all were seen to blend. 
In war an enemy, in peace a friend ; • 
Offspring of honor^ valor's fav'rite child. 
Calm, but determin'd — spirited, but mild ; 
Stem, though not haughty ; affable, though grave ; 
Politely resolute, humanely brave ; 
In disciplin'e not cruelly severe ; 
His soldiers lov'd him with a filial fear; 
Prompt to their need<; of what to each belongs, 
Jtist to their rights — attentive to their wrongs ; 
He knew the spirit of the man to save — 
To lead th'e soldier, not to rfrii'c the slave; 
T' infuse that valor, which himself possess'd. 
Through all his ranks — in ev'ry private's breast 

In early youth his country's arms he bore, , 
When.the drear western wilds be travers'd o*»r ; 
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In early jouth he caught the patriot's flame. 
And planted laurels in the field of fame ; 
The growth luxuriant, subsequently spread* 
And twin'd, as if by instinct, round his head; 
Thoujrh now in death the warrior's corse lies low. 
On his moist grave perpetual wreatiis shall grow ; 
Year after year reflourish, and be seen 
To wear a livelier hue — a brigliter green. 

When his blest spirit sought those realms on hig^ 
"Where rest the brave who for their country die. 
Those kindred martyrs who had gone before. 
All join'd to hail him to that joyous shore. 
Where heav'nly harps eternal anthems strike, 
Naw mingling, in their songs the name of Fike. 

But to his consort, who shall yield relief! ! 
Could straiiis ele<;iac but retrench tliy grief. 
How would the bard his labor'd notes prolongs 
Nay, drink tliy sorrows to inspire his song; 
But eVn this well-meant tribute to his worth. 
Which friendship dictates, and which truth calia 

forth. 
Perhaps its object shall defeat, and throv 
A gloomier aspect on the face of woe ! 
Steep in fresh tears the mourner's sable weedg» 
And tear the bandage from the heart that bleeds t 
Though oft as probing gives the wound relief. 
So may the sound that wakenSi lull thv grief. 
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And thou, fair orphan ! may the Pow^r above. 
Compensate, with his own, a father's love— 
An angel be thy guardian here below. 
And hcav'n thy refuge from a world of wo. 

And you, his brave companions in the fi^ht. 
Whose souls now walk in everlasting light, ■ 
Long may your widows, friends, and orphans share 
Their nation's bounty, and their country's care. 

Shade of Montgomery J didst thou see him fall, 
TVbose heart, like thine, no dangers could appal ? 
His name was thine — and with thy deathless name, 
He shar'd thy fate, thy spirit and thy fame ; 
Like thine, posterity his deeds shall own. 
And learn his merits from the speaking stone ; 
Till man and nature meet their gen'ral doom. 
In one vast ruln—^one eternal tomb. 
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On the Death »f John liiLLi\RD,who died Jan. ^J, 
1804, in th& prison of Tripoli, 
HILLL\RD, of painful life beief^:. 

Is now a slave no more ; 
But here no relative has left. 
His exit to deplore ! 

No parent, no fond brother, stands 
Around his clay-coId bed ^ 

Q2 
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No wife, with tender, trembling hands. 
Supports his dying head. 

No sister follows or attends 

His melancholy bier ; 
Nor from a lover^s eye descends 

The soft distilling tear ; — 

But foes, and of a barb'rous kind« 

Surround him as he dies ; 
A horror to his fainting mind. 

And to his closing eyes. 

What though no monumental stone 

Bespeaks a guilty name, 
By splendid trophies basely won, 

Damn'd to eternal fame ; 

If but an honest heart he bore. 

If virtue's paths he trod. 
He was, so poets sung of yore, 

« The noblest work of God.'' 

His fellow-pris'ners strove to cheer 

His sad departing soul. 
And bade the sympathetic tear. 

In free profusion rolL 

Mourn not — 'twas HeavVs all-wise behest. 

And merciful decree. 
That gave his wearying sorrows rest. 

And SQt the captive free. 
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WHAT has been always customarj, 

Legal becomes, and necessary ; 

And 'niongst ten thousand stranger things^ 

When wonder from a Tola me rings. 

Is that anxiety we show, 

llie writer of the book to know ; 

Whether he ignorant or wise is— 

A knave, or fool with virtuous vices; 

And hence the practice is to shew 'ioi 

In biographic sketch, or proem ; 

Here follows, then, or Truth's a Har» 

Some pat remarks, if you desire. 

And leisure have to halt and read 'em, 

If not, skip o'er, and never heed 'em* 

That he was bom, you well may know. 
For any fool could tell you so^ 
Of whom, perhaps, you wish to hear. 
The day, the month, the hour, the year ; 
All these we very well remember; 
'Twas on the ninth day of December^ 

Mp^ seven teen hundred seyenty-one, 
ykbre the rising of the sunj 
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And just, if jou'lf believe the story/ 
As chaste, and blushing, fair Aurora 
Burst the clasp'd arms of negn> Nigh^» 
A Rat from <larkiies» peepM to light* 

His father, wise as most of men. 
Found out that five and five made ten ; 
(But still he taught iiis docile son 
That one were three, and three were one) 
And proved of philosophic lore. 
The more we know, we know th^ more; 
That pain would pain, and pleasure please him-^ 
That fire would burn, and frost would freeze him; 
And thougk he could not name the causes 
Of planets' motions, and their pauses, 
Hejudg'd that black could not be wkite-^- 
Of course, ih at darkness must be nigfit; 
Except when some eclipse befel us. 
Which by ephemVis he could tell U8» 
All this he knew by perfect rule. 
Although he never taught a school ; 
Never, with all his stock of knovi^'ledge» 
Was graduated at a College, 
Where thousands take their learnM degree^ 
In arts less tiseful far than lliese ; 
And yet the sob was counted lifter 
More learnM and skilful than hit father. 

Now busy Fame and staring Wbndet ||^ 

HaYO nearly burst their orbs asumUr^ ^ 
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And Curiositif sfatids tip-toe, 
And Slanders djing^ to let slip too. 
And asks what dung-hili ofthe earth. 
Was known by such a crowing birth ? 
While some, yet none but silly asses. 
Will judge it to have been Parnassus. 

In hopes it wHliiot blast' the fame of 
America, he boasts the name of 
•American, — " But," says the Yankee, 

If you will tell me where, I'll thank 'e; 

For since the country you have told. Sir, 
•' What place, i( I may be so bold, Sir ? 
*' For asking questions we are famous, 
*' And strangersj therefore, cannot blame as.'f 
O, not at all — what you demand, Sfr^ ^ 
Prompt as a witness I shall answer. 

Connecticut, to frogs once fatal. 
Is the same State he calls his natal ; 
A State which other States surpasses, • 
For pumpkins, jonny-cakes, molasses. 
Rogues, priests, attorneys, quack-physicians. 
Blue-laws, and black -coat politicians. 
Where many a ^tier's son, aye, plenty. 
Is father of a s<njinfv'enty ; 

many a m^^^s maid has been > 

ivother made at seventeen; 

k1 many more, at twenty-sev'n, . 
^ray more for husbands than for beav'n i . 
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Where people live, while they have breath. 

And die, whene'er they meet with death. 

or Litchfield county's mud and clay. 

Was form'd the flesh of William Ray ; 

And Salisbury the very place 

Where first he dar'd to shew his face ;. 

A county where the feds, prevail. 

And Selleck Osborn pin'd in jail, 

To prove of martyrdom the fitness. 

By giving to the world a Witness 

That men may Freedom have, an<l lose her. 

Court, and wedpow^r, and then abuse her. 

Early in life he went to school, 
To gather wisdom from a fool ; 
Who, senseless doU, no^rcason.knew why 
One had a black, and one a blue eye ; - 
Why soii.e than other men were taller,.. 
Had longer noses, or were smaller ; 
Nor why so many sons of A.dam 
Had not black skins, while others had 'em ; 
Nor whether that complexion sable 
Mark'd Cain, for killing brother Abel; 
Nor could he tell us, bV widdltion. 
How many quacks made one p|iy|fe^n; . 
How many pettifoggers^ plian4'.(ij^/ 
Made one true lawyer to his clrm^; 
How many priests, that cant and whiney 
SlAde one good orthodox divine : 
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How manv prayVs there iiiiist be giv'n. 
To send one hypocrup to Iicav'n ; 
How many f>rudcs, tiiat fancy no man, 
Made one chaste, virtuous, ^onest woman > 
Nor could he tell, with ail his brains, 
Take pride from alms and what remains ; 
Nor yet, although he knew Subtraction, 
Take lust from love :ind lf»ave a fractloa: 
Nor shew us, by ^lultipilvntion^ 
How many scoundrels ruin a nation, 
While many good men, by IitdHction» 
-Are brought to prison and destruction. 

But he could shew, by JRule of Tfiree, 
As warfare js to butcliery. 
So heroes equal guilt exhibit. 
To cut-throats, d^nijing on a gibbet; 
Ami prove; from Irtt^reaty y \^hich a fact is,) 
The just in word are knaves in Pi^actice; 
By Durtprt arul by Loss and Gain, 
lluw foots Exchange their ease for pain. 

Of Ethics he knew not a little, 
. For he could tell us to a tittle. 
Though the distinction very nice is. 
The nanus of virtues and of vices; 
lliat Friendship nothing meant hntpetfg 
.'And Social Love — to love one^s Self; 
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That Truth was made — not to he spbken. 

And vows of Honor — to be broken ; 

That rigid Justice all detest. 

And Mercy » painful to the breast ; 

That Love of Country meant the safne 

As Pride, Ambition, Pomp, and Fame; 

That Courage, t^TD it as von will. 

Was nought bu^ fear tiiat greater ill 

Would follow, if we took to flighty 

Than mpet us, if we brav'd the fight ; 

That Himesty, so much applauded. 

Had thousands of their rights defrauded ; 

So hidden was, so marrM and twisted^ 

He could not tell where it existed. 

And to his knowledge pedagogic. 

He add^d all the powers of Logic; 

For he could prove from reasons strong. 

That wrong was rights and righ* was wrong.; 

That is, by Pope's *• unerring light," 

He show'd " whatever is, is right;" 

And hence, bj reasons full as strong, 

"Whatever is not, is not wrong j 

And thus prohatum est it stood, 

That there is neither bad nor good.— 

But halt — tliemuse flies quite too fast^ 

And some important things has past. 

Ere yet he reacb*d septennial years. 
To r^se his hopes mid calm Ink fean^ 
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Kespccting ^hat some zealots tell. 

How spaa-long infants roast in lielU 

Who into it were V-ickiess hurl'd. 

Before they ever saw che world ; 

'Twas found expedient he should know 

The terms of future bliss or wo. 

The first was infantile baptism. 

And then to learn his catechism. 

Dug from the Scripture's deepest mineSj 

Bj Reverend Sjnod of Divines. 

In which they taught him to believe. 

The snake that courted granny live. 

Though like a gentleman, so civil, 

Was his " grim majesty ^ the D^^vil ^" 

Who with his tongue took such a grapple. 

He coax'd her to accept an apple ; 

Which she, like any well-bred woman, 

-With her lov'd husband shar'd in common ; 

And !)eir.g left to free volition. 

Brought us into our curs'd condition. 

Yet God himself ordain'd the sin. 

Which could not otherwise have been; 

Tliat God, frorr. ;j11 ett»rni ty. 

By his immuti*ble decree. 

Electee! aome of Adam's race, 

Tlie minions of his partial grace.; 

Inspir'd t!j(* c;'Mpi.*l to believe, 

Corapcll'd his mercy to receive ; 

R 
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• 
From crimes atrocious call'd or driv'n. 

And dragg'd by violence to heav'n ; 

'While far the greater part remain 

Predestin'd to eternal pain ; 

The objects of his wrath, created 

On purpose to be reprobated ; 

Mock'd by an ineffectual call. 

And told that grace was ofierM all; 

Debarr'd from ever faith receiving. 

And damn'd at last for not believing^ 

Like one who spreads a free repast. 

And calls his servaats all to taste. 

Admits a few to be his brothers. 

And bolts his door against the others^ 

Then punishes, with ruthle<»s hand. 

Those who obeyM not his command. 

To bring such dogmas reconcil'd, 
Would puzzle any common child; 
He, therefore, while his faith was sprouting. 
Began to doubt, and still is doubting ; 
But here he rests, here all his trust is. 
That God both mercifjul and just is. 
And will not plunge our souls in wo, 
For crimes six, thousand years ago. 

In childhood, plumbs, and cake^«rAi^d toys. 
These constituted half his joys; 
And buckles, buttons, or a knife. 
Were valued dearly a9 hi^ Ufe ; 
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The mirror pond, the gui^Iing rill. 
Whereon he built his little mill; 
The sling» whence buzzM the pebble missilej 
The jews-harp, whirligig and whistle: 
But, lest wc wearj your attention. 
With things too trifling now to mention, 
With sweetest jojs of life well class thei», 
And ISO in fond remembrance pass them, 
And come to tell jou how he acted, 
As time and years his life protracted. 

In youth the tyranny of passions. 
And versatility of fashions. 
Though sober call'd, by some, and steady, 
Made bis head whirl till it was giddy ; 
For pleasure led him such a caper. 
He thought he could not well escape her ; 
And Happiness, Confen/menf's daughter, 
He fancied once that he had caught her ; 
But on a strict examination, 
Lo ! 'twas the termagant, Vexation ! 
That, like a Vixen, ever followed 
Those pleasures not by temp'rance hallow'd ; 
That gaudy clothing, brilliant dances, 
And love, which all the soul entrances. 
That vision of a vision, which is 
A phantom all the world bewitches. 
To follow in a certain train 
The path that often ends in pain. 
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^yas happiness : but ah ! we find 
'Tia seated onlj in the mind. 
By reason into truth conducted. 
And ?ound morality instructed ;. 
Arm'd with philosophy t' oppose 
Our passions, worst of all our foes. 

At twenty- two, he entered trade; 
But Fortune, that capricious jade. 
Soon as he mounted on her back. 
Fled frisking from the beaten track. 
Took to the woods, through thorn and brier; 
And left him sprawling in the mire. 
While creditors' voracious jaws. 
Cursing insolvents and their laws, 
Yawn'd, frothing like a beast that battles. 
To swallow all his goods and chattels ; 
Each swearing he'd have what was his'n, 
Or end the debtor's life in prison. 
In such a just and noble cause. 
They had the sanction of the laws; 
Which give us liberty to seize. 
And murder debtors, if we please ; 
For when they nothing have to give. 
They should not any longer live : 
So erst tlic wisdom of the state, 
Hatch'd from some Solon's pond'rous pate, 
Ordain'd that each insolvent debtor, 
To live and pay his.debts the better, 
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Should, or might be, forthwith arresteiir 
And creditors with right invested 
To seize his property, while anj. 
And when he'd not another penny. 
To take his body, sick or well. 
And drag it to a worse than hell ; 
Depriv'd of all the joys of life. 
Perhaps a fkmily and wife, 
Camelion-like to feed on air^ 
Or worse, on niisVy and despair; 
Without the means or pow'r to pay. 
Much longer than the judgment day. 
Unless the three-fourth act he take. 
Or make his fortune with a break ; 
If not, why let the rascal lie. 
What is it for a man to die. 
Who roust discharge, sooner or later. 
The debt he owes to mother Nature ? 
And 'twill be own'd by any dunce, 
HeM better pay them all at once ; 
For death's a debt we all must pay,. 
Gur life's expenses to defray. 

Such is the sample Candor draws. 

To shew the mildness of our laws. 

Which force men to abscond or fly. 

Turn swindlers, or in prison die; 

He, therefore, to avoid the times, 

Embaifk'd to visit foreign climesC 
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And bj experience 'twill lie founcF 
That man is^ man the world around ;* 
Whether in England we behold him. 
Fawning round tyrants that have sold hin^ 
Licking the hand that chains him down 
To bleed for honor and the crown ; 
Or Ireland, where an opposition 
To chains and halters is sedition ; • 
(And 'tis confest that many need 'em. 
Who anarchy entitle freedom ;) 
Or whether farther we advance. 
And take a peep at reeking France ; 
Where sanguinary Robespierrer 
Serv'd priests as we do poultry here. 
And thought no mord of cutting throats 
Of men and women, than of shoats ; 
Where Bonaparte, with flag unfurl'd, 
Spreads carnage o*er the trembling world. 
And conquers kingdoms, states and nations. 
Easier than lovers do their passions ;: 
Or Spain, where horrid inquisition 
Extorts the curse of superstition ; 
Or Portugal, where priests from heav'h. 
To people are as one t' eleven ; 
Whether a Russian Cxar he shines. 
Or labors in Siberian mines ; 
Or pass to Asia, if you can, 
Whose God's a corpulent old man ;• 
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Gr ./S/ricay where men are barter'd 
For gewgaws, or for market quartered ; 
Or Barber y^s coast, where dread BashaWs 
At pleasure make and break their laws ; 
Where tyraunj, with hungry zeal. 
Devours his thousands at a meal. 
Vet hopesf to rise toheav'n's high summit, 
Through intercession of Mahomet. 

Or whether back again we come. 
And take a view of things at home ;*— * 
At Georgia's southern point begin ye. 
And travel up through old Virginia ; 
"What's to be seen where people boast ' 
Of being friends to freedom most P 

Behold the lordly planter stand. 
The lash still reeking in his hand. 
O'er the poor slave^ whose only sin is 
That his, alas ! a sable skin is ; 
This gives the wretch, whose hide is whiten- 
To flay him an undoubted right ; 
From country and his friends compel him. 
To starve, to murder, or to sell him ; 
Whose treatment crueller and worse is. 
Than that of cattle, swine, or horses; 
And e'en they often say the slave 
Has not, like them, a soul to save. 
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Arc yoa republicans? — away I 
Tis biasphemj the word to sav— 
You talk of freedom ? — out for shame! 
Tour lips contaminate the name. 
How dare jou prate of public good. 
Tour hands besmeared with human blood? 
How dare you lift those hands to heav's, 
And ask or hope to be forgiv'a ? 
How dare you breathe the wounded alr^ 
That wafts to heav'n the negro's prayV?. 
How dare vou tread' the conscious earth. 
That gave mankind' an equal birth? 
And while you thus inflict the rod. 
Mow dare you say there is a God 
That will, injustice, from the skies. 
Hear and revenge his creatures' cries ? 
*' Slaves to be sold," hark, what a sound t 
Te give America a wound, 
A scar, a stigma of disgrace. 
Which time nor you can e'er efface; 
And prove, of nations yet unborn. 
The curse, the hatred^ and the scorn. 

And eke, behotd our legislators 
Receiving brib* s, and turning traitors ; 
Our judges, governors, and sages. 
The Catalines of modern ages ; 
©ur clergy, imps of superstition, 
Blowing the conk-shells of sedition ; 
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All, all is topsy-turvy whirl'd. 
And vice and folly curse the world ; 
You therefore may pronounce an oath. 
Our author has a share of both ; 
And ;.e's a knave, or lost his senses. 
Who to perfection makes pretences. 

Yet some there arc to whom belong 
The raptures of the poet's song ; 
"Who fiery trials have withstood. 
And provM themselv-es both great and good. 
Amongst our worthies, count as one, 
Tiie great, the peerless JEFFERSON. 
Illustrious Chief! whose wisdom shows 
The fountain clear, from whence it flows; 
Whose vast and philosopliic mind. 
Embraces all the human kind — 
Holds to that faith which owns men brothers; 
And twenty gods allows to others. 
While Europe's threat'ning posture bore 
The sword of war, tlie cup of gore ; 
Whose ships on ours made depredations. 
And broke the sacred laws of nations ; 
At home, wtiile discord, feuds, and treason^ 
Late menaced Freedom's life to seize on, 
His firmness, prudence, and his skill 
Keep peace and safety with us still ; 
Columbia triumphs o'er her foes. 
And smiles and blossoms like the roae. 
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But, tardy Muse, come, trudge along, 
Arid close the prefatory song. 

Reader, lay prejudice asides 
And let calm reason be your guide ; 
Ifin the following, then, you find 
Things not so pleasing to your inind, 
Aiid think them false, why, disbelieve them ; 
Errors of weakness? then forgive them ; 
And let our suflfrings and abuses 
For several /ocfs make some excuses ; 
And wheA you're capturM by a Turk, 
Sit down, and write a better work. 
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THE AUTHOR'S LIFE, &c. 



' IN the preceding; poetical EKordium« which was 
written about tifteen years ago, for a volume en- 
% titled the Horrors of Slavery, are contained some 
accounts oi' th«» birth and eaily pursuits,, the sen- 
timents and blasted hopes of the author, if such 
he may be called, which need not be repeated in 
. this place, and which, perhaps, ought never to have 
. been published ; as they have been construed by 
■■ most readers, as promulgating;- sentiments in vol v- 
• ing doubts of the authenticity of the Gospel, and 
detracting from the faith of the Christian Reli- 
gion : and I frankly confess, that at the time the 
Exordium v^&a penned, my mind, for a number of 
years past, had been so bewildered in the mazes 
of sophistry which infidel writers had invented to 
entrap the young and unwary, as well as to refute 
the weak and illiterate Christian of ail ages ; so 
darkened and confused by the very li^ht which 
Christians pretended to walk after, and which led 
them to so many different points ; so shocked and 
perplexed at the virulent hostility which actuated 
one sect in opposing another, and yet all profes- 
sing one faith, one liord, and one baptism; so 
staggered and confounded with the conduct of 
Christian members, which appeared to belie their 
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professions, and gave reason to doubt of their .sio- 
cerity, that I was almost brought to the conclu- 
sion, that tho whole system of the Christian Reli- 
j^ion was a tissue of deception, the off!5j)ring of 
priestcraft, tlie instrument of tyranny, and the 
scoui^e of mankind. But, 

'*TruUi,everloTeIy, since the world began, 
^ The foe of tyrants, and tlie irieiul oi'nuin,** 

at length broke through the glooms of "Doubt, 
the mother of Dismay,'^ and I now no more ques- 
tion the trutii of the Gospel, than I do the fact of 
my own existence; and the reason why the Exor- 
dium is retained in thit» volume is, that it may not in 
future be adduced to prove my religious tenets, or 
rather my tenets on religion* as being licentioiu, 
and of a dangerous tendency. I am willing, also, 
to admit what must be obvious to every one who 
has read the volume following the poetry here spo- 
ken of, that tl^.e style is too high strung, labored,. and 
of course deficient in perspicuity and ^eleg;ance.— 
But a great many errors were committed. m print- 
ing, and words substituted for better. ones, without 
my knowledge or consent. I never read the 
proof-sheets, and I believe the work was chiefty 
done by boys, who frequently failed in finding out 
the words of the manuscript copy, and often j^ues- 
sed where it was obscure.; making it unintelliVible 
where it was before plain, and contemptible wnere 
it was before tolerable. 

Having nearly finished my apolon;ies, I shall pro- 
ceed to give a brief sketch of my life, and of my 
suflTerings among the barharians*of Tripoli; not 
flattering myself, however, with the idea that ray 
iiame, my character, my writings, my sufferings in 
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Tripoli, or any thing that I have done, can lie of so 
great importance to the public a^ the burning of 
Moscow, the fall of Bonaparte, or the coronation 
of George the Fourth Neither have I the vanity 
to expect, that either my poetry or ray biojirraphy 
writ I attract the attention of ^Smericans like the 
writings of Lord Byron, Sir Walter Scott, Thom- 
as Moore or Thomas Campbell, Esquires, the least 
tract of whose lives would be scrambled Ibr and 
read with avidity, for 

** While along die itream of lire Iheir name 
'* Expanded flies and gathers all its fame," 

it cannot be hoped that my little bark shall 



-^ Attendant sail. 



** Pursue the (riamph, and partake the gale/' 

although it should be freighted with all the riches 
of Miltonian lore, and boarded by all the muses 
of Parnassus. Without further ceremony, then, I 
shall introduce myself to the reader's notice for a 
few minutes only, faithfully promising that if my 
story is disagreeable, it sliall not be long, and that if 
it should be badly told, it will be because it was 
not in my power to tell it better. 

As mentioned in the Kxordium, I was ushered 
into this strange world, without my privity or vo- 
lition, in the town of Salisbury, county of Litch- 
field, and state of Connecticut, in the middle of a 
very hard winter ; — in order to show me, I sup- 
pose, that my birth was to be portentous of my 
fate — that I snould have to Hfeicperieuce the cold- 
ness of friendship, the frost of disappointment, and 
to struggle through the snow-drifts of adversity. 

S 
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Mj father was neither rich nor poor« except we 
apply the saying to him, that "he is rich who owes 
nothing," — for I believe he was always pretty clear 
of debt, and always enjoyed tlie comforts and con- 
veniences of life, to an extent that forbid murmnT- 
ing. But he had a large family, and it was not 
in his power, as it was not much in the fashion in 
those days, to do a great deal more for his children 
than to give them -a -common school education, and 
of course, my early means of instruction were 
sparingly applied, and my later advantages cpite 
limited. Before I ever went to school, and I tiunk 
before the alphabet was taught me, my father, Mrho 
was a very pious man, and who possessed a ino^t 
astonishing memory, wishing to exercise and 
strengtlicndmt of his children, as well as to incul- 
cate sentiments of piety, ^ave out six of Watts' 
short hymns to<eadi'of two, a brother and a sister, 
older than myself, with a promise that they should 
have a shilling a-piece, provided they ^huuld com- 
mit them to memory in a certain given tithe.*— 
When the -day of recital arrived, roy father was 
highly gratified to find that my brother aini lister 
had acquitted themselves with a laodabie %e&\ 
of their several tasks ; and, after paying them the 
promised reward^ turned to me and told me, Ibat I 
must make haste and learn to read, so that I could 
receive the like favor. He was, however, Bot a 
little surprised and delishted in being iliformed 
that I could repeat the whole twelve hymns verba- 
* tim, from hearmg them read by others^ and when 
satisfied of the ^ct, he gave me as much as both 
the other two. With this feather in my cap, I 
marched off t^ school, where I soon outstripped 
every boy of my age, and several much older, in 
the first rudiments of our language. So excellent 
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a thin^ is it to encourage children when quite 
joung in tlie pursuit of applause, by stimulating 
their mirids to exertion^ with the tempting pros- 
pect of reward and honor. Emulation seldom fails 
of attaining its objects, while too much severity 
often crushes genius in the bud. M^ first teach- 
er was a gentleman of rare qualifications for such 
a caUing. He united the most mild and en£;agin<j 
inanujers, with the roost inflexible authority, and 
never was there a more complete adept in Uie art 
oC physiognomy, or one better skilled in detecting 
the latent propensities of his pupils, than he was. 
He never inflicted punishment where it was not 
justly due, and no one ever escaped who stubbornly 
persiated in disol)edience* 1 cannot but believe, 
that it 19 of far greater consequence to have our 
children committed to the care of teachers in their 
infancy, who are capable ofgoverning them rightly, 
and teaching them correctly, than most people are 
"willing to allow. Many a promising urchin who 
hsLS been ruined and made a dunce of, by the un- 
reasonable harshness, or stupid insensibility of his 
tyrannizing master, might be cite<l to bear testimo- 
ny to the truth of the position here laid down.-^ 
Under the teacher whom I have just mentioned, 
the children made a most rapid progress ; and un- 
der another one who succeeded him, and who was 
exactly the reverse, they made no proGciencv at 
all, except in mischief and play. I did not go to 
the latter long ; for my father was about to re- 
wove from the place. I remained at this school 
antil about eight years of age, by which time, very 
few boys of my age, could pass a better examina-^ 
tion in the common branches of learning, than I 
could. Hitherto had I seen nothing but the sun- 
shine of prosperity — nothing but unclouded happi- 
ness. 
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The bright morning of my life began to be sha- 
ded — Death, appalling deathi laid his hands upoa 
a little sister of mine, next younger than mjself^ 
and drags;ed her from my sight. 1 was so passion- 
ately fond of her, that the separ.ntion was like ''di- 
viding the joints and marrow." For several years 
afterwards, I never went to sleep at night, with- 
out paying to her memory the sacrifice of tears, and 
I can triHy say, that as this was niy beginning of 
sorrow, so was it the deepest wound that my heart 
ever received. Nearly the same time, my sensi- 
bility received another severe shock. There lived 
a little girl in the neighborhood, the daughter of a 
widow, an only child, about my age, and with, 
whom many a playful hour had passed, stitl re- 
membered Willi delight mingled with sorrow at 
the catastrophe. One evening after school, as we 
were acting our childish gambols in a chamber 
tvhich had no bannisters round the top of the 
stairs, she fell backwards from the* top to the bot* 
torn, and pitching on her head against the end of 
a whipplelree, fractured her skull in such a man* 
ner as to cause her death the same night I at* 
tended her funeral the next afternoon, and mourn^ 
od her fate as deeply sincere, as ever a lover did 
that of his mistress. It was in the fall of the year« 
nnd I shall never forget the plaintive and melan-* 
choly cry of the crickets at evening, which seemed 
to echo her name, and bewail with me th^ sudden 
stroke of death. Time has not been aWe to obli- 
terate the impressions, and to this daiy, whenever 
I hear the son^ ofthei:ricket,it invariably reminds 
me of poor little Anna. These thin^ may appear 
trifling and childish ; but her death is of as much 
account in the eyes of heaven, as if she were a 
Ij^rincessj and Ihavft as good a right- to cheriafaL 
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the remembrance of my earlj attachments, and to 
relate them too, as if 1 were the Prince of Wales. 
The only difference is, their relations would proba- 
bly be read with the most eagerness. I had al- 
most forgotten to remark, that by * this time, the 
Muses began to whisper in my ear that I was on'^ 
of their favorites by nature, and must permit them 
to conduct me to the Heliconian fount, and give 
me a sip of inspiration. They furnished me with 
a pair of wings ; and the first effort which I made 
to use them, was directed to a funeral song on my 
favorite little Anna;, and as I have since become 
a great poet, if not a good oney* it may be well 
enough to give a specimen of my first attempt.-— 
The following, I believe, is a faithful copy, — writ- 
ietk wKeo I was about ten years ohl : — * 

Poor Anna, she is dead and gone4 

I saw her life depart ; 
She's left a mother all alon e 

'Twill break her tender heart. 
A Savior answers, " cease to weep ; 
** She is not dead, but gone to sleep." 

I saw her 8]>otless soul arise 

Through yonder stars of even. 
Led on by angels t>f the skies, 

And welcomed into heaven ; 
Yet when I 'woke and saw her shroud, 
I could not help but weep aloud* 

* l^iBce iCTiie.1 and eorrccted. 

S2 
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And is it sinful thus to weep? 

M V conscience answers, no ; 
When wounds of sorrow are so deep; 

Tears must have room to flow ; 
And who can hear the rumbling clod" 
Fall on her coffin* Oh 1 my God ! 

And not a shivering horror feel. 

At such a death-like sound ! 
The grave is fiU'd, and set the seal y 

Lie soft, ye hallow'd ground ; 
Long shatl the weeds that on you growy 
Be nourished by the tears of vro* 

It is true the minister of the parish pointed out 
some faitltSy and suggested amendments, intfce 
first copy, which Was accordingly corrected ; biit 
he pronounced it to be a wonderful production for 
a boy like mer, aiid said be did not doubt, that with- 
the same advantages, I might jet make as great a 
poet as Doctor Watts. It is nreedless to say that 
the flattering compliments which Were paid me 
for this juvenile monody, raised my ambition to 
the highest pitch, and almost made me foi^t the 
sorrows which I felt at Anna's death, in listening 
to the plaudits which I received from her frienciS 
and others for writing her elegy.- But adieu* ye 
painful, blissful recolle£;tions ! 

Shortly after this, my father sold his property 
in Connecticut, and removed to the state of New- 
York, on a farm comparatively new j where 1 was 
literally buried in the woods fur several years^ 
without much chance of gratifying my passion for 
classical studies. Bdy father, however, was a maa 
of extensive reading, and had something of a col- 
lection of booksi whose contents I devoured with 
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A toracitj never satiated. The first teacher whidr 
I was sent to, in this wooden country, was an old 
Englishman, as captious and despotic as he was il- 
liberal and impotent He was I believe about six- 
ty, quite lame, and very corpulent As he flog- 
ged the boys frequently for less than nothing, they 
in turn tormented him without reason, and avoid- 
ed his lash withotit much difficulty. It was lu- 
dicrous enough to wltnes» the scenes which were 
daily acted in the school. 

" Full well the lN)d!ng tremblrn leamVI to txtttt 
** The day's ditatten in bis morning faee ;**— « 

and the old man might pretty well judge ofhis^ 
day's peace, on taking his seat in tlie morningr 
when he found in the bottom of the chair a dozen 
large pms fixed point upwards, for the receptioor 
cfthe venerable pedagogue. In such a caiie, he 
tvould fly at every one in the school, belaboring 
everyone he could reach , with his crutch or his rod, 
without discrimination or mercy ; and the only 
way was to leave tlie house, and keep out of hi? 
way until he became pacified. The next manoeu- 
vre would be to snatch the chair from vnder him 
when going to sit down | which would brin^ him 
to the floor with a tremendous noise ; and whence 
he found it quite difficult to raise himself, without 
assistance, being very heavy, and crippled withal* 
No sooner was the old man up and well seated 
again, than some dingy rogue would snatch off his 
ivig behind him, and another battle would ensue. 
One time the mischievous school boys contrived it 
so, after a severe flogging, as to revenge themselves 
to their full satisfaction. The under floor of the 
school -house was not fastened down, there were 
several short boards, and sometluug of a hole or 
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cellar underDeath, where (he water was about a foot 
deep, and it was cold weather, late in the falJ.'— 
They fixed the boards in such a manner with his 
chair set on them, as <he moment he sat down, thej 

gave way, and the old man fell full souse into the 
ble below, water, mud and all. For mj part, I 
was most horriblj frightened, and reall j thought the 
. luckless knight of the ferula had broken his neck. 
But, anon, such horrid imprecations issued from the 
regions below, as convinced me at once, that his 
breath was not stopped yet. Some of the stoutest 
bojs dragged the old man out of the hole^ all mud 
and water, with his wig gone, and half dead with 
the fall. This was made up, and (he next prank 
they played with him, was: — four of his largest pu- 
pils, it being war-time, dressed themselves like In- 
dians and way-laid him inra piece of woods which 
he had to pass, with muskets charged with powder. 
Thus prepared,' they rose upon him with a horrid 
yell, discharged their pieces and pursued him 
which frightened him so that he hobbled for half a 
mile through the woods, with all his might, crying 
mfurder at ^every step This was the last scene in 
the great drama. The poor old man never attempt- 
ed to keep school another day in that place. 

We now removed a few miles to a neighborhood 
of better society, and on a farm much more impro- 
ved ; where there was a tolerably good school for 
those times ; but I never found a teacher but that 
I could run down in a very short time; so that 
books were my best dependance, and my own ex- 
ertions all my support I got hold of Milton's 
Paradise Lost, which I read frequently till- after 
midnight, and committed the whole of the three 
first books to memory ; together with a considera- 
bU part of dl the rest; particularly the eighth 
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and ninth. I was so struck with the awful gran- 
deur of that immortal bard, that I really thou^t 
him some celestial being; and so- enraptured with 
the explanation which he gives, in the third book, 
of the doctrine concerning free grace, and salra- 
tion made possible to all, in contradistinction to 
the tenets of Calvinism, which I found irrecon- 
cilable to mj ideas of the justice and goodness of 
a Being who had taught me in his holy word to 
call him by the endearing name of Father, that, 
next to the sacred scriptures, I have alwajs es- 
teemed Paradise Lost as one of the best treasures 
of wisdom ever given to the world, independently 
of the transcendant sublimity and richness of the 
poetry. The passage which I allude to, in the 
third book, is where the Father is addressing the 
Son on the subject of the revolt of the angels> and 
of the fall of man, he says^— 

They themselves decreed^ 
Their own revolt, not I { if I foreknew, 
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Forekntiwlcdpe had no influence on their fall. 

Which had no iess proved certain unforeinoivn. ^m 

Sc, without least impulse, or shadow.ot fiite« 

Or aught by me immutably fort 9ecn^ 

They trespass, authors lo liiemselves in all, 

Both what they judge ahd whut they choose; for so 

I furm'd them free, and free they must remain 

Till they inthrat themtelves ; I else n>U8t change 

Their nature, and revoke «l»e hig^h decfee 

Unchangeable, eternal, wliich ordain*d 

Their freedom; thky themselves oadain'>. 

THEIR TALL. 

This I deemed a triumphant acquisition ; for I 
not only had, as I thought, the Bible on my sid«, 
but the greats the peeriess^Milton also-^-who Kail 
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80 clearly expounded the mysterious doctrine of 
prcdestinatiua, and so completely 

« JutSfied the xnyt of God to man.** 

The Methodists now begun to appear, aod I went 
to hear one of their. laest distiLguished pre3chere» 
He was. a very cloc^ueiit man ', aud combfitted tlm 
dogmas of Calvinism with ingenuity, and witl> 
argumenta from scripture, whi(;h 1 coosidered uiv- 
aaswerable. 1 wad quite enraptured with Kis dis- 
course, and almost overpowered: by the thunder of 
his eloquence. He read and sung these wordsf-— 

•'. C;>me sinners to the G'>sp€l feftst,. 
I-ct fv*ry 80iU be Jasus* ^ueat ; 
Ye need not one be left behindt 
Fur God hath bidden all maniind** 

This sermon and the whole performance, wa» 
so different from what I had been wont to hear; 
so much more consonant to my ic'.eas of the char- 
acter and attributes of Eternal Love, contrasted 
with the character of the Almighty, represented 
as bearing eternal hatred to the reprobates, wh<> 
are, as Mr. Wesley says, " damned for not believ- 
ing a lie," and con%»igned to everlasting; punish- 
ment for fnlfiUing the decrees of their Maker, 
that I felt joy unspeakable. I hopCr however,. 
that many a pious Christian who assents to these 
horrid tenets, does it without considering their 
tendency, as involving the brightest perfections of 
Deity in the inevitable charge of cruelty and in- 
justice. 

The next author which I reMs ^^tth remembered 
delight, was Doctor Young. The deep^toned mel- 
ody oi* his numbers-^his bold figures^ and boMet 
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apostrophe — his striking antitheses and brilliant 
Dashes of genius—bis pathetic mourning over de- 
parted friendship'— his caustic satire on folly, and 
tremendous broadsides of raillery at infidelity and 
vice, were read by me with deep interest^ whiU 
Young, and many of his sparkling images, are yet 
bright to my recollection. 

** Then tuneTuI Pope, whom aVt the Nine inspire. 
With Sapphic tweetnesi ard Pinduie firei 
Fatiier <if' rtrie meloilioai and divine, 
Next Young and »rilton ihal'l djstiocniih'd iftine/* 

Pope's Essay on Man I committed to memory 
before I was aware of it, and before I was twelve 
years old, I now and then began to flap my wings, 
and try experiments in rhyme. Butler's Hadi- 
bras fell into my hands, and I was much pleased 
with his wit, as well as with the measure of his po- 
etry. Him I tried to imitate, thinking it -easier to 
assimilate to his method, than anyother. But the 
first attempt which I made in this new armor, liked 
to have cost me a severe drubbing, rf nothing more. 
There was an old widow in the neight)orhood, who 
had married an officer just from the army, n mere 
fortune-hunter, who wanted nothing of the old 
woman but the handling of her property, and 
when he found out there was not iivuch to be ex- 
pected from her but flesh anil bones, he crew in- 
tolerably cross^ and used to flog the poor old crea- 
tura at every pretext which he could invent, in or- 
der to fixtott from her "" better picking among the 
crumlyb** He finally turned out to be a most in- 
famous villain in every respect— quarrelsome and r* 
abusive to his neighbors — dissipated and woi-th- 
less on every account — hated and despised by eve- 
ry body. It was none of my basiness to meddle 
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Vith him, however, as he did not disturb me ; bat 
I ' ad the vanity to tliink that I could raise the 
laugh at^ainst him, and gain some applause among 
th« npi;5h'oor8 bj lashing him in doggerels ; which) 
as Ihey cost me a^ood deal of trouble, I have nev- 
er forgotten to this day They were as follows :— 

There lives a man whose heart is dross, 

"Who, though no papist bears a cross 

In ev'ry look — hell in his features — 

The most detestable of creatures. 

In war he held a low position. 

And now in crimes a high commission / 

Still fond of bloodshed and of battle. 

He fights his neighbors — Skills their cattle ; 

And further to prolong the strife, 

Flegs his own flesh and bones— his wife. 

What shall be done to such a hero« 
As base and cruel as a Nero ? 
What shall be done to such a wretch. 
Except the villain's neck you stretch. 
But when again the storm he gathers. 
To clothe him with a coat of feathers ; 
Unlike the one he wore in war. 
Of tissued cloth — but made of ter;— 
Or, should tlvis mild expedient fail. 
Then try the virtues of a rail. 

By some means or other, the old man got 'Sight 
of these lines, and found out who wrote them, -'^fie 
swore vengeance ; and from that time untit'^'l^n a- 
way .which wasaboutsix months afterwardd^pi^oid- 
ed him as I would a tigjor ; often jumping over the 
fences and running across lots, wlien likely to meet 
him. The-fact is, 1 was almost constantly atraidof 
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losing my lif^?, lor l knew him to be as revengeful 
as an Indian. Thus I paid pretty dear for mj 
whistle. When about sixteen, I got myself into a 
literary squabble. There was an old gentleman 
who rode post, and brought us the papers ; a pro- 
per old fanatic in religion, who fancied himself oc- 
casionally inspired, and published a pamphlet enti- 
tled " The Alarm to the World ;" making use of 
the three frogs mentioned in the 16th Chapter of 
Revelations. 1 should not have disturbed the old 
lunatic, if he had not attacked the methodists; but 
his doing so called forth my resentment, for I lov- 
ed their doctrine, although I could not approve of 
their enthusiasm ; and it was their doctrine which 
he made the point of his assault. I wrote a lon^ 
string of bombastic rhymes, and sent the communi- 
cation to the printer by the old man himself, who 
su ppressed their publication, and sent me a long po- 
etical <*pistle without rhyme or reason in answer, to 
which 1 returned a short reply and heard no more 
of it. My first piece began and ended in the adop- 
ted language of the old saint himself,, turned into 
averse. 

Descend from heav'n, ye sparks divine* 
On this old crazy pate of mine, *• 

And I shall utter greater wonders 
Than ever broke from fourteen thunders, 
Apd more alarm the drowsy world, 
Than all the bolts they ever hurl'd. 

In sixteenth chapter Revelations, 
A book perplexing to all nation^. 
Till by the light of my old brain. 
Its darkest doubts are rendered plain. 
Three froths are mentioned— but for why 
T 
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No one can tell on earth but I : 
Brira-full of holj inspiration, 
I here pour out my explanation. 
Beginning, then, at frog the first. 
By far the greatest and the worst, 
And giving all mj learning scope^ 
I take this frog tabe the Pope ; 
Of noise and pride a windy full frog, 
in other words, a monstrous buH-frog; 
Such as in Windham tunM their breath. 
And scarM the people half to death. 
The second frog my witticism 
Pronounces to be mcthodism; 
A thing my righteous soul abhors. 
As bad asSatan does and worse ; 
it takes away our reprobation. 
And offers ev^ry one salvation- 
Makes God impartial, just and piire« 
But leaves the -devil insecure; 
While unconditional election. 
Builds up his kingdom to perfection, 
1'he choice of reprobates controls, 
Long since decided at tlie polls. 
He has a mortage on their souls« 

'^omt^ofihe last though not thelea^ 

I jifll^ to be a Baptist priest. 

Who ev'ry body knows is fond 

Of diving in a brook or pond. 

The very element of frogs : — 

The children's bread he throws to dogs» 

Denies the infant soap and suds 

To wash his little dirty duds. 

By sin original deep stain'd. 

As Saybrook Platform has ordain'd ; 
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While I more charitably hold, — 
Infants are damnM as well as old. 

This is not half of what I wrote ; but this Is e- 
nough to show with what spirit I wrote it. The 
truth is, the old man's pamphlet was not worth no- 
ticing, and ou;^ht not to have been either read or 
burlesqued. 

When about 'nineteen, I went to reside ia 
Dover, county of Dutchess, where I took a school, 
just vacated by Zebulon R. Shipherd, now 
a distinjiuished lawver in the countv of Washing- 
ton, and where I retnaiocd about two years, con* 
stantly attending the Methodist meetings for 
about a year, w-hen I found that there were a 
great many among them whose private characters 
were infamous, while they were pretending to ab- 
solute perfection; I began to doubt — quit them, 
and was wretched. I would advise no man ever to 
forsake any religious society to which he feels hin\- 
self attached by principle, on: account of the un* 
worthiness of some of Its members. It commonly 
ends in a disregard for all religious societies, and 
consequently m ruin and mihcry. While livin«; 
here, and pursuing my studies at intervals of bu- 
siness with unabating ardor, I wrote o^piecc of 
poetry on the return of spring, which atfracted 
some notice, and I had to give a number of copies 
to different friends.'one of which was written the 
January following, and was dated at the bottoni 
the day of that month in which the copy was 
made. A brother peda§op;uc in the vicinity, who 
had received the advantages of a liberal education, 
and made some pretensions to poetry himself, hap- 
pened to get hold of this copy, and undertook to 
ridicule me for the blunder f bad made in the 
date of my poem, lie stnt mc a poetical chal- 
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fenge, as illiberal as U was abusnc ; for he was 
at least ten years older than mjself, had enjoyed su- 
perior adTatitages, and was actually under obli- 
gations to me, which none but an ingrate woultl 
have disregarded. He must have Known, too, 
that there was no real blunder in the pfece, whtcVi 
described the scenery and the birds of Spring ;'— 
even the heading it with the word spring, was 
sufficient to show when it was comppsod. He, 
however, addressed his piece, — " To the Bard 
who described spring on the 4th of January," apd 
says in one part of it, 

^•The crow, the snow-bird, and the jaj, 
" Are all the birds that sing this way.'* 

I was 'so provoked at his unmannerly and ungen- 
erous attack, that my only object was to retaliate, 
and make him feel my resentment. He bad some 
sore spots on his character, and these 1 endeavor- 
ed to hit, not much caring whether the poetry 
were good or bad. I wrote quite a long strino: of 
verses, whioh it is not worth while lo repeat, end- 
ing in this manner :— 

Before T close my epic poera, 

I'll «ark the Burd that all may know 'ira ?— • 

He's branded on the forehead high. 

With letters plain to ev'ry eye ; — 

M — stands for monkey, mole, and mule, 

1 — for an Indian, — T — for tool ; 

C— means a coxcomb, coward, 'coo; ; 

H — hanging, hen-roost, hawk, and hog ; 

E — stands for envy, evei* evil. 

And L— concludes the name-i o£ Ifcvik. 
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He broke the close of sense, of reason, 

And strayed away in IVinter season ; 

Whoever will return said bard. 
Shall have a reasonable reward. 

These lines, though not Tery poetical, stan;r 
him to the quick. I had the advantage oi 
him ia one respect ; my character was fair, and 
his was vulnerable. He could say nothing ill of 
me, escept he lied. 1 could say much of hnn and 
speak the truth. He, however, replied to my dit- 
ty in a full sheet of lofty rhymes. I aliall only 
give the introduction as a specimen :— - 

From Helicon descend, ye heavenly T^;nc, 
Who claim your births and origin divine f 
"VVho rais'd sublimely sightless Milton's mind, 
To soar above and leave this globe behind ; 
To storm H^av'n's ramparts, scan tli' eternal 

plains, 
W*here angels fought, pulPd hair, and beat out 

brains ; 
Not these dread scenes, nor those which Ho- 

. mer view'd. 
Of warring men, of battle, and of blood. 
Are fit to vie with what I'll soon relate. 
Nor all the events of past or future fate» 
Afibrd a theme so weighty, so divine, 
So mighty wonderful as this of mine. 
Now let the muse what she foresees declare. 
And soon, depend. Til make all Dvver atare j 
I'll lift his fame to strike the highest star, " 
His deeds, wi.ich far transcend all feats of war. 
Shall in my numbers live to latest time. 
And bloom and flourish in immortal rhyme. 

T 2 



A 



\ 



S2(r SKETCH OF THE 

should not liave gone into excesses — strange ihii I 
committed no more. For a lorig time I had not 
paid any attention to the muses, and like other 
cov ladies, to be won thev must t)e care&sed.— - 
There was a youn^ coxcomb in the place wiiom I 
had rather sliohted, as I always did that c\as8 of 
two-footed animals, and to reven<;e himself he sent 
me a copy of very flat verses, headed with " Pride 
will have a fall,^^ and meanly reflecting on n\j 
comparative situation. To which 1 returned the 
following : 

To Mr. ^ — 

In ignorance you Vie, secure from all. 
For he who never rose, can never falC 

I late received your lines with pleasure, 
Perus'd them o'er and o'er at leisure ; 
Coincident with your command, sir, 
I take my pen to write an answer :— ^ 
But oh ! how vam for me to strive 
At such perfection to arrive! 
Vain as 'twould be for me to think 
To blot the sun with pen and ink, 
To call the stars by name and number. 
To raise the dead from soundest slumber^ 
To conjure spirits good or evil, 
Or e'en to raise the very devil. 

But since you've made an introdnctionv 

Pray sir, continue your instruction ; j 

Without the smallest doubt or scruple, J 

I soon shall make a forward pupil ; ' 

Shall, like yourself, in arts excel, ,j 

And learn to read and write and spell; \ 
I'll try; nor think in vain my hope. 
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To equal Milton, Watts or Pope ; 
Like Hurllbias, Vl\ make all jingle. 
And challenge Horace and M'Fintral ; 
Still strive in vain to beat your copy— - 
Then throw my pen and ink to Joppa. 

Inl803, s(ill struggling with misfortunes too 
painful to recapitulate, I started in the spring to 
make one effort more for amending my broken con- 
dition ; and wandering in a southern direction, 
" seoking rest, and finding none," having lost my 
horse on the way by sickness, and after having 
been arrested in my jonri.ey by a fever, which con- 
fined me to my bed for a considerable time, and 
nearly drained my pockets of cash, I arrived at 
JPIiiladelphia, where I had a flattering pi'ospect of 
finding a siiuation as an Editor, at thirty dollars a 
month ; but I had been so long in reaching there, 
from causes just mentioned, that another man was 
employed, and of course I lost the birth. My pe- 
cuniary means were totally exhausted-— 4imong 
strantfers — too high-spirited to let my actual situa- 
tion be known- too proud to ask charity, and too 
honest to steal or rob ; — in a paroxysm of half des- 
pair and half insanity, I entered onboard the ill- 
fated U. S. friiiate Philadelphia, then lying in the 
Delaware, in a l(»w capacity, without either inqui- 
ring or caring where she wis bound ; determined 
to fi«ht my way to be ter timer, or perish in the 
attempt — no matter which. It was the 3<1 day of 
July, IS03, when I went on board ; every thing 
was in confusion, the ship preparing for sea with 
all possible dispatch, an4i my fare lor several days 
gave me some reason to think that a man of war 
w;'S no place to find repose. As I then wrote 
what was adjudged to be an excellent hand^ whictv- 
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was soon found out by the ofiacers, and conducting, 
mvself with circumspection, it wa«< not long be- 
fore I was noticed and taken into the wardroom 
to write for the officers, where I was treated with 
the utmost delicacy and kindnoss, particularly by 
Lt. Huut ; although my feelings were constantly 
wounded at the severity which 1 had to witness 
towards a great many poor desponding wretches 
who had entered on board from necessity more 
than choice. There was almost one incessant out- 
cry of men writhing under the rope's end or the 
cat. — Having in a former publication, entered ijiy 
protest against the barbarous practice of flogging • 
men like dogs to make them behave like sailors, 
and having enjoyed the pleasure of seeing sucK 
practice reprobated by our government, and abol- 
ished by congress, I shall not dwell any longer on '• 
a subject which I hope it is unnecessary to revive, ' 
the bare thoughts of which awaken feelings of no us& 
to cherish. — Our frigate was commanded by Capt. . 
Bainbridge, who was thought bj many of the sail- 
ors to be a good officer, and he certainly gave roe 
no reason to complain as to myself, lilr. Jones, 
the second Lieutenant, who has since distinguished 
himself so handsomely, was a calm, mild and judi- 
cious officer, beloveJl by all the seamen Mr. 
M*Donough, now the Commodore and herorof Lake • 
Ohamplain, was a midshipman on board ; as was ■ 
also the intrepid Capt.Biddle, and the unfortunate 
Mr. Gibbons, who was burnt in the Charleston ■ ! 
Theatre. On the 12th July, we dropped down J 
to Fort Penn, where we lay several days, and -I 
then fell down tiie river as far as New-Castle.^- i 
Here we took in water, provisions^ &c. After re- ' 
roaining here a few days, Lt. Jones arriving froin 
New-York with between thirty and forty meo-v 
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whom he had'shipped there, and beins: now fully pre- 
pared, and having our pilot on board, we descend- 
ed the river, and on (he 2rih, dismissing the pilo^ 
wc soon lost sight of the happiest shuieis on earth. 
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To SfUArd our commerce from assailing foes*— 
Their insnHA to repel — their fleets oppose; 
' Our ri2;hts t' assf»rt to navicate the main. 
In spite of Enp:'and, Barb'rv, France or Spain ; 
To show baxc pirates for defence, we meant 
T' expend whole, miUiomt — t'ibute^nota cenU^ 
For fhis onr pines, proud monarchs of the wood, 
Bow'd to the dust, and kissed the ra«!;ing flood ; 
For this our oaks forsook their ^'indrcd trees. 
And pr >ud o' t o: can, marc^M before thr breeze ; 
For this nur seamen quit their native shore, 
I?ode the wild waves, and ferried seas of gore ; 
For this bold Raton with his patriot band, 
S'^ourM the lone deserts of a barb'rous land ; 
For this our naval l^eroos fought an*! bled. 
So brave when living, andrjom^urnM when dead« 

Our friscate shaped her course for the Mediter- 
L ranean. We had for the most part of the way, a 
|a fine breeze and very pleasant weather. We ar- 
Ik rived at Gibraltar* if I mistake not, t*^e 26th day 
» of ^uj»usf, but saw ♦he straits in twenty -sii dayg 
f from tnc Capes of Delaware. We lay at the Rock 
k- a few days, when the fngrite New -York;. Com mo* 
^ wdore Morris> the Constitution, Capt Frehlej and 
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the John Adams, Capt. Campbell, arrived frorti 
the Mediterranean. The brig Vixen, Lt. Smith, 
also arrived from Baltimore. Inforination being 
received that a war vessel wiih Barbary colors 
was cruisinj5 ott' the Rock, our frigate went in pur- 
suit of her, and she hove in sight about the mid- 
dle <»f the afiernoon. She bore away with all the 
sails she could set, and we gave cliase. Our ship 
was under British colors; but still she refused to 
come to uilil we had fired a number of guns. A- 
bout sunset, we came within hailing — slie was 
asked, where are you from ? — " Morocco," Where 
are you bound ? — *' Morocco." — What news .?— 
** The Emperor of Morocco has j^iven orders to cap- 
ture a'l \merican shipping."i — Have you taken any ? 
— " Yes, a brig; from Bosttm.'.'-— Where is she ?^- 
" Ahead." We were along side the ship with eve- 
ry thina: prepared to give her a £ull broadside, 
wheti— ^ju<lge of the enemy's consternation^ orders 
were oiven to let tall the British flag and hoist the 
American colors, followed by-r-*' Strike youd d 
rascals or Til blow you out the water !V— In an in- 
stant their flag was down, and a cryof **gMflrfers/ 
America! quarters P^ — She proved to be the 
Moorish ship M^irboh(h of twenty-two guns and 
one hundred and i^n men. The prize in tow, we 
now made for the brig, which led us a chase and 
was very unwilling to come to ; but when we 
came within hail, the affrighted master cried out» 
** Morocco ! Morocco ! AmeHca .'*' and immediatel j 
struck his colors. This brig was the Celia, of Boston, 
with six hands besides the Captain and mate, who 
had been stripped ot their clothing, robbed of their 
chests and cash, plundered of every thing valuable 
in their cargo, and confined below in irons. We 
took the brig in tow, the priite ia company, and 



AUTHOR'S LIFE. £25 

steered for the Rock. Knowing themselves to be 
pirates, the Moorish captives manifested great 
concern for their lives, by often putting their fin- 
-^ers across their throats and asking us if we did 
not think they would lose their heads. They were 
all sent on boani of our ship. I^. Cox remainetl on 
l>oard the Moorish ship as prize master. The prison 
ers we kept on board the frigate, where they were 
treated with kindness, for some days, and then 
sent to their own ship again. To supply tlieplace 
of Mr. Cox as first Lieut, of the Philadelphia, Mr. 
''Porter came on board, and midshipman Renshaw 
. to fill the place of Mr. M'Donou3;h -who remained 
with Mr. Cox. The Emperor of Morocco disavow- 
ed this act, the ship was restored, and the treaty 
of 1786 was rem^wed. Affairs being adjusted 
with Morocco, we saiied for Malta some time in 
October in company with the Vixen, and arrived 
there towards the latter part of the month. I 
need, not inform the intelligent reader that is the 
Island which in St. Paul's day was called Melita, 
the place where he was shipwrecked, and where 
the "barbarous people showed no little kindness.'' 
The town of Malta is larse and populoTis, the har- 
bor is spacious and commodious, and being; nearlj 
enclosed by the town, it is a'Very «afe one for ship- 
ping. Tlie houses are built of a cream colored 
stone, and are durable and handsome. The nu- 
merous churches, priests, monks, and friars- -the 
almost incessant rin^cing of bells in every part of 
the town, as signals for prayers, would lead any 
one to imagine that here was the residence of holy 
Christians ; but yon must take very good care when 
amonj^ these pious Christians* that you do not have 
your pockets picked, with all their zeal and piety. 
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After a short HiAj here, we sailed for Tripoli, and 
for what reason I know not, left the brig. 

On tlie SI St day of October, early in the mom* 
ing, a sail was discovered on our larboard bow» 
and orders were.im.mediateljr given for chase.*^ 
She hoisted Tripolitan colors and bore away, ma- 
king in shore towards Tripoli. The white walla 
of our destined place of confinement soon hove in 
sight. Every sail was set, and eveir effort made 
to overhaul the ship, and cut her ijff from the town. 
The wind was not very favorable to our purpose^ 
and we frequently had to wear ship. A constant fire 
was kept up from the Philadelphia, but to no par- 
pose* We were now within attout four and a naif 
miles from the town, and Captain Bainbridge, not 
being acquainted with the harbor, having no piJat 
nor correct chart, trusted inplicitly to £t. Porter, 
who had been here before, and who professed to be 
well acquainted with the situation of the harbor.^ We 
however went so close in that the Captain began 
to be fearful of venturing ^ny further, and was 
heard to express his apprehensions to Lt -P. who 
made answer that there was no ganger yet, and that 
he would give them a few shots more. A few mo- 
ments afterwards, and iust as our ship was pre* 
paring to wear away, she struck upon the shoals 
and remained fast ! I was writing in the ward- 
room at the time, and hearing a 'tremendous 
bustle on deck, ran up the hatchway > to see 
what was the matter. I saw at once' that the 
ship's bow lay up partly careened, and that she 
was aground. S^ie lay m a posture exactly as I 
had dreamed of seeing her a few nights before, and 
the moment I saw her, the dream recuired to me in 
a very striking manner. Dismay was visible in 
every countenance. The sails were put aback; 
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the topgallant sails looseneil, three anchors ihrown 
away from the bows ; the water in the hold start- 
ed ; and the suns thrown overboard, eztepting a 
few abaft to defend the ship against the attacks of 
the gunboats, three of which were now under 
vray trotn the wharves. Her foremast was also 
cut away ; but al) to no effect. One gunboi^t only 
was able to gain a position where she cnuid reach 
us and this began and continued to spit her fiery 
vengeance ; but they fired too high, and hit nothing 
but the rigging. The stern of our frigate was 
partly deiuolishQil to make way for our guns to 
bear upon the enemy the better, but all was una* 
vailing. It was about twelve o'clock when the 
frigate struck the shoals. VVe continued firing 
at the gunboats and using every means In our pow- 
er to get the ship afloat and *^ annoy the enemy, 
when, a little bewre sunset, 'he Ea;^!** of Ameri- 
ca tell a prey to the vultures of Barbary the 

fla«; was struck! — and wi<at is worse, struck to 
DN£ Tripolitan gunt)oat !.!--> We- had boarding 
pikes battle axes, muskets and bayonets, cutlasses 
and pistols,dirks and tomahawks, boarding nettings, 
and every thing else to defend our^ielves with ; 
tiiere were more than three hundred of us onboard 
•»we might, I humbly beg leave to think, have 
kept otf the enemy tor that night, and behold the 
next morning, as 1 have always been told, by the 
Tripolitans, the ship was afloat ! ! ! How this act 
was justified by the court martial that afterwards 
investigated the subject, is not for me to say. I 
know, however, that it was thought by many of 
the warrant and all the petty officers, as well as 
by the whole crew, to say the least of it, an un- 
necessary and premature surrender. Tlie fact 
was, the enem^ were so dastardly that after the 
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flag was struck they dare not, for tliey diJ not 
come to take possession of their prize, until our 
boat was sent and convinced them that it was no 
farce, no trick, and that the U. S. frigate Phila- 
delpliia of fortj-four guns had actuaUy struck her 
colors to one Tripolitan gunhoat ! ! !-^And vet we 
must not indulge the idea that Capt. Baiabridge 
was a coward, b J anj means. I suppose it was 
feared that when night came on, the enemy would 
venture out in full force, and probably overpower 
us, j>;iving no quarters* 

While the boat was gone, the ship was scuttled^ 
and every thing destroyed or thrown overboard, 
that could be of any use (o the enemy: — all hands 
w^e. called to. muster on the quarter deck — Capt. 
Bainbridge read a clauft^ in tho articles of war.— 
stating that our wages would be continued wiiir^ 
prisouersof war— encouraged us to hope for a ran- 
som, and advised us to behave with fortitude and 
circumspection, while amongst our barbarous cap- 
tors. About sundown, the boats of the enemy came 
along-side, boaixled us, hurried us ttito their boat?, 
and commenced their plunder — stripping us of all 
our clothing, except shirts, trowsers and hats. I had 
some pieces of gold which an officer had given me 
in my vest pocket; which 1 at (irst refused to give 
up, but one of the pirates pushing the muzzle uf a 
cocked pistol hard against my breast, soon brought 
me to terms. When weappioached the shore, 
we were thrown headlong into the waves, foam- 
ing from a high breeze, -'i^lvoff the water was up 
to our annpits and left to strangle, or get ashore 
as we could. At the beach stood a row of armed 
Janizaries, through which we passed, amidst 
cursings and spittings, to the Ciistle gate. It 
opened, ami we ascended a narrow winding ili&- 
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tnal passage, which led into a paveil avenue lined 
with {grisly guards, armed with sabres, muskets, 
pistols, and hatcliets. Utsce we halted again a few 
momerits, and were as;ain hurried on through va- 
rious turnings and flights of stairs, until we found 
ourselves in the presence of Ihs majesty, the puissant 
Bashaw of Tripoli. The throne on which he was 
seated was raised about four feet from the surface, 
inlaid witii Mosaic, covered with a cushion of the 
richest velvet, fringed with gold, bespangteif with 
brilliants. The floor of the hall was of variegated 
marble, spread with carpets of the most beautiful 
kinfi. The person of the Grand Bashaw made a 
very tawdry appearance. His clothing was a Jong 
robe of blue silk embroidered with gold. Hi!» 
broad belt, ornamented with diamonds, held two 
gold mounted pistols and a sabre with a golden 
scabbard, hilt, and chains. On his head he wore a 
large white turban, decorated in the richest manner* 
His whole vestments were superb in the extreme: 
His dark bL*ard swept his breast. [ should suppose 
him to be about forty, is rather corpulent, five 
feet ten inches in height, and of a manly niRJestic 
deportment. When he had satiated his pride and 
curiosity, the guard conducted us into a dreary 
and filthy apartment of the castle, where there 
was scarcely room for us to turn round, aad where 
we were kept for nearly two hours, sbiveritig in 
our wet clothes, and with the chills of a very damp 
night. The Neapolitan slaves, of whom the Ba- 
shaw had more than one hundred aud fifty, brought 
us drj clothing to exchange for our wet, and we 
sincerely thanked them for their« apparent kind- 
ness, expecting to receive ours again when dry ; 
but the trickish scoundrels never returned our 
clothes nor made us any restitution. Our clothing 
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was new, and what they brought us in eichangf 
was old and ragged. We were neit taken to a 
piazza nearly in front of tlie Bashaw's audience 
hall, where we lodged for the night. It was open 
on one side to the cold winds of the night* ana as 
nany of us had wet clothes on, not having ex- 
changed theni,-^dd to this the gloomy prospects 
before us^ and it will not be imagined that we en- 
joyed very comfortable repose. 

In the morning about eight o'clock, an old sor* 
ceress came to see us. She had the complexion of 
a squaw, was bent by age, ugly by nature and ren- 
dered frightful by art. Looking round upon us« 
she raised a shrill cry of lu. In, iu, lu ! — struck her 
wand three times upon the pavement; and then 
went through the ranks and inspected us. This 
frightful hag is held by the Bashaw, and all the 
Tripolitans, in the highest veneration, not only 
as an enchantress, but as a prophetess also. It is 
said by them, that she predicted the capture 
of the Philadelphia, and believed by them, that 
the frigate struck the shoals in consequence of her 
incantations. 

We were soon collected together in front of a 
large window toward the yard, where the Bashaw, 
the renegade Scotchmen, Com. Lisle, and several 
of tlie Bashaw's officers began to interrogate us, 
respeclang our Captain's giving up the ship to one 
gunboat We told him our Captain was a brave 
luan, and had done wisely. The Bashaw sidd he 
was " good for the Turk, but no good for Ameri- 
cans." He was very inquisitive to know the num- 
ber of shipping and military strength of America. 
We gave him exaggerated accounts of both— 
The carpenters, blacksmiths, and other mechanics 
were selected from the crew, and when counted, 
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mingled with us again. We were then marched 
to an old magazine, which had once been occupi- 
ed a« a prison for the Swedish captives, who had 
been taken like us, but were discharged. Thts 
place had a most dismal appearance, — was dark, 
smoky, and floorless. The most of us had not 
tasted a mouthful of food for nearly thirty hours, 
and we began to feel the " keen demands of appe- 
tite.^' Towards evening;, some coarse white bread 
was given us, one loaf a- piece, weighing about ' 
twelve ounces. This was all we had for the day. 
We had nothing to sleep on but. an old tattered 
sail ; the bottom of the prison was full of sharp 
pebbles ; the weather was about the most chilly of 
any in the year ; we liad, or I had nothing but a 
shirt and trowsers; the prison was very much 
crowded, so that we had not room for all to lie 
down at once, and you may well judge how much 
we could emoy the refreshment of sleep in such a 
situation. For my part, the effects of my lodging 
on such hard bedding: are felt to this day, and, pro- 
bably, will be felt with iixreased pain, until the 
day of my death.-^The commissioned and warrant 
officers fared much better. They were it is true 
kept in close confinement in the American Con- 
sular Housf, while we were allowed the liberty of - 
the town, when not at labor ; but they had plenty 
of ^ood wholesome provisions, and we viere fre- 
quently almost famished with hunger Knowing 
tnis to be our situation, *'Capt. B. wrote to the 
Secretary of the Nav\, "requesting," says Doct. 
Coudery, '*that arrangements mi^ht be made to 
meet the exigencies of himself, the other officers^ 
and their servant8,~-and adding, the remainder of 
the crew would be provided for by the Regency .** 
This I have always Uiought was very wrong ; for 
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Ibe Capt. could not have expected that the Bashaw 
MruUld allow us aoj more than he could make us 
earn, or treat us anj better than i)is other slaves. 
But I suppose our Captaiu was willing to make 
the best of a bad bargain, and cause as little ex- 
pense to the United States as possible. 

The second inornin*; of our captivity, we were 
all ordered out of the prison before sunrise. The 
carpenters^ the blacksmiths, the coopers and sail- 
xnakers, were separated into different gangs, and 
appointed to their several employments under 
Turkish masters. 'J'be remainder divided into 
difterent parties — some sent into the castle to car- 
ry stone, [iine and mortar, where they were making 
repairs ; and others to different kinds of labor a3 
they chanced to be called for. Some got intoxica* 
ted on a liquor called aquadent, distilled from the 
date, and sold by the Jews, for which oifence they 
received a severe bastinading. The instrument 
with which they inflict this torture is called a 
bastone ; it is generally a stick about four feet 
long, as thick as a man's arm, through which two 
holes are bored so as to take in a rope forming a 
loop. Into this loop ti.e victim's feet are put, be- 
ing first thrown on the {^roDnd with his back up- 
permost. A Turk theii takes hold at each end of 
the stick, and twisting it round, the feet are 
brought in a horizontal position, screwed tight to- 
gether, with the soles fair for a blow. A man sits 
on his back, and two more with each a bamboo, as 
large as a walking -staflT, and about three feet long; 
hard and heavy, apply it to the soles of the feet with 
all their might and vengeance In this uianBer, 
they punished several of our men for various of- 
fences, and m this manner they punish their own- 
The men thus flogged were put in heavy irons fee 
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two or three days. Having nothing for twenty 
iour hours' allowance but two coarse black loaves 
of sour barley bread, weigliing about twelve ounces 
each, apiece, and being kept hard at labor, our 
men began to complain much of hunger. Some 
•f thein had the good fortune to save a little money, 
and these were permitted to go to the market to 
purchase bread and vegetables. A little beef and 
pork was brought from the frigate, and divided 
amongst us, and tliough raw, devoured with greedi- 
ness Their market makes a wretched appear- 
ance, consisting of a . long row of low mud-wall 
huts, at die doors of which the people sitting on 
the ground retail pumpkins, carrots, turnips, scul- 
lions, oranges, lemims, limes, figs, dates, pomegra- 
nates, bread, butter, milk, oil, &c. We were al- 
lowed about three fourths of a gill of sweet oil per 
day, to eat with our bread. In this horrid dun- 
geon, where some of us every night had to set up 
for want of room to lie down, we continued through 
the winter, suffering intolerably for the want of 
shoes and clothing, as v/ell as for victuals, with* 
out hearing the least news from our squadron until 
February. Several of our men became much indis- 
posed from seeping on the damp grouml, and going 
almost naked, and one of them, John //i^iard,died 
in consequence ; and some others did worse than, 
die by turning from Christianity to Mahometani> 
ism. The first one who disgraced our Hag in this 
manner, thank fortune, was not an American, but 
a German, who spoke the Lingua Franca, and had 
been a quartermaster on board our frigate, by the 
pame of^ John Wilson, a perfidious wretch, wha 
acted as a spy upon us before he assumed the 
dress of a Turk, and injured us very much in dif- 
ferent ways, by carrying stories to the liashaw, tend- 
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ing to prove his partiality for him in preference to 
the Americana. The fellow told us that the Ba- 
ghaw'sordierii were for us to pull off our hats and ^ve 
hint three huzzas as he passed through our prisoa 
jard. The Bashaw per s ona lly made his appcar- 
^ance, and some of our men ii ere mean .enough to 
cheer the old tyrant, while others refused with a 
spirit truly American. He wa^ dressed much the 
flame as when we first saw f^im in the castle, sur- 
rounded by slaves and Mamelukes, riding a 
large milk-white mare. At his right hand rode a 
huge negro, who was admitted to this distinguish- 
ed honor for having assassinated the Bashaw's 
brother, who was a powerful anci dangerous rival. 
Four of his younger children went before hi ip» on 
mules led by Neapolitan slaves, carrying, each 
ai) umbreMa over the head of the child* 1'wq 
1uri;e boies, containing the Bashaw's best treas* 
ores were shing at ross a mule led by a trusty 
slave. The Tripolitans appearing to be more 
savage than common, we found that some reports, 
had reached them of the Americans' treating their 
prisoners very rough I y^^m board the John Adams; 
and Wilson had also informed the Bashaw that se- 
veral boxes of dollais had been thrown overboard 
from the Philadelphia.' Buith of these stories were 
false. The one told by Wilson, was doubtless 
meant to ingratiate himself with the Bashaw^ and 
he actually kept a number of the Turks diving 
and fishing for the money several days, aad untH 
the Turks themselves disbelieved the story,^ it be- 
ing contradicted by the whole crew. Capt. B. 
coming among us, accused Wilson of his base trea- 
chery, which he could not deny, and told him that 
if ever they both got back to America, or got re- 
leased from captivity, he would have him hanged 
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f^ra traitor. This induced the perfidious wretch 
to seal hia infamy by embracing Mahometanisnu 
Soon after Wilson's apostacy, fhoinas Prince, a 
lad from Rhode-Island, followed his example. 

Our bread was very musty: Oar situation be- 
came intolerable, and I suggested the idea of pre- 
senting a petition to the Bashaw for some kind of 
relief. Some objected to it as being rather de'^ra- 
ding to Americans to ask any favor of a -Turk; 
but I drew a petition and they ail signed it. It 
was in the following words: 

To his ExceUency the Chrand Bofihaw of THpolu 

The petition ,of the American prisoners, most 
hu'iibly sheweth: — That when your petitioners 
were captured in the United States frigate PhiJa- 
delphia«they were plundered ofi>ll their clothing, 
and are daily sickening , and suffering most intol- 
erably, froiii tlie inclemency of the season, and 
from not having any thing to «Leep on to keep 
them fro:n U\e cold damp ground, but a tattered 
sail-cJoth : Vnd also, that your petitioners, not re- 
ceiving sufficient nourishment to enable them to en- 
dure the hardships and to perform the grievous tasks 
assigfied them, are frequently most inhumanly 
beaten for the lack of that fttren^th, which proper 
food would restore and supply— -Your petitioners 
therefore pray,— ^that his Kxcellency, consulting 
his interest as well as his honor and huinanity,wouid 
graciously be pleased to grant us more comforta- 
ble clotliing and more nourishing f )od ; and your 
petitioners, while they continue your prisoners, 
will remain your most faithful, industrious, and 
obedienti. . 

The.k«fit day the Bashaw in consequence of 
the petition, ordered as two barrels of pork from 
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the rrij2:afe. This however was but -a drop -in a 
bucket, and was devoured with iastaotaneous 
greed inesft. 

On the 2^nd of Dec. one hundred and fifty of our 
men, myself among the rest, were sent to raise an o\d 
wreck of a vessel deeply iSBrmd in the sand under 
water, eastwanl from the town. It was now tlic 
coldest season of the year — we were almost naked, 
and were driven into the water up to our armpits. 
We had to shovel the sand from the bottom, and 
carry it in baskets te the * banks. The chillin» 
waves almost arrested the flow of life forever, and 
the TuVks seemed more barbarous than usual, 
beating us with their bambooi& and exulting; in our 
suffe^rin^s. They kept us in the water from about 
surrise until two o'clock P. M. before we were 
permitted to come out, or to taste a mouthful of 
food for that da v. They then brought us some 
bread and a ju;; of aquadcnt When we had 
"snatchM a ^hort repast," we were driven again 
into the water and kept there until- sunset. We 
ha') no clothes to change, but were obliged to 
sleep in our wet ones on the damp earth the follow- 
ing nis;ht. ^^ith such usage lite became almost 
ir.su pportable, and every niglit when I laid my 
head upon t)u* *' lap of earth," I most sincerely 
prayed tljat 1 mitjiht never experience the horrors 
of an')t^er morninff. Oar sufferings -continued 
much the same until about the middle of February. 

0:> the iC^th of that month, towards evening, two 
vessel ft bearing American colors, were seenstanding 
in for the harbor. Our men were much rejoiced at the 
sight ; for as the season of the year was not favorable 
for an attack, they flattered themselves 1 hat thej had 
come either to ransom us on terms alreadvasrecd 
to, or with proposals which we hoped would be 
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accepted. The Bashaw had ordered us a barrel 
oF pork, another of beef, and all our men appeared 
more than ordinarily cheerful. About 11 o'clock 
at night, we were roused by the screeches of wo- 
men, the clattering of footsteps through the prison 
yard, the harsli loud voices of men, minsled with 
a thundering of cannon from the castle, which 
made our prison tremble to its base. Tumult, 
consternation and dismay reigned in every, sec- 
tion of the town and castle; and it was verily 
believed that if we had been at liberty and fur- 
nished with arn^s, we mi^^ht with ease have taken 
the castle with every other fort in town ; for the 
most of the. people in town supposed we had al- 
ready . risen and taken the castle, and were a- 
fraid to come nigh it. In the confusion of voices 
we could often hear the word •^oiertcaR^/— and 
wt^ therefore hoped that some of our countrymen 
were landing to liberate us; but the. tr^ie 'Cause of 
so n)uch clamor we did not learn until morning« 
Feb. 1 rth, early in the morning, and much ear- 
lier t)mn u^ual, our prison doors were unbolted, 
which had been doubly u;uarded the night before, 
ahd tlie keepers- rushed in>amongst us like so many 
fiends, and fell to ' t>eat\i)g and cursin"; every one 
they could SQe, spitting in our faces, gnashing their 
te^th, and hissing like dragons. Word was soon 
brought that the- wreck of the frigate Philadelphia 
lay smoking in the rocks at a point wliere she 
had drifted, burned down to the water. We could 
not disguise our joy at the event, which increased 
the exasperated Turks still the more, so that every 
boy we met in the streets took the liberty to spit 
on us as we passed, not forgetting to pelt us se- 
verely with stones. Our tasks were also redou- 
bled> our bread withheld for three davs« ao4 every 
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driver. exercised ■crucUi€3 'Over us (cnfoUl .raorc 
ri»id than before. We were so hunsry tlkat for 
my part 1 was glad to pick op the peals of oranges 
in the dirty streets, anil • pat them filth and all.-— 
How and by whom ^bis heroic achievement was per* 
formed 1 never ki|ew for a certainty until I«aw tlie 
official report afterwards. *' The Pliiladelphia lay 
within balfgan shotof the Bashaw's castle add prin- 
cipal battery. On her starboard quarter lay ten Tri« 
polttan cruisers within two cables^ leno;th ; and on 
her starboard bow a number of gunboats within 
half gun shot. All her guns were mounted and 
loaded. Xieut Stephen Decatur had artived 
from iSyracuse in the Ketch Intrepid, which he 
had lately taken from the Tripolitans, manned 
with seventy volunteers for. this hazardous enter- 
prize. He . had parted with the STreh, 'Lieut 
Steward in a gale, but still was resolved to risk 
tiie event alone. When within about two hun- 
dred yards of the Philadelphia, they were hai/ed 
from her, and ordered to aricbor.in peril of a broad- 
aide. The pilot on board the Intrepid was ordered 
to answer that all their anchors were lost. The 
Intrepid was warped along side the Pliiladelphia^ 
It M'as not until then the Tripolitans suspected 
them to be an enemy/; and the coufusioii ih .cob- 
seonenc^ was great As »oon as>the vessels were, 
sufficiently near, Lieut. Decatur sprung on board 
the frigate, and was followed by midshipihan Mbr^ 
ris. It was a minuteb^fore the rema'nderqf t^Vcfew 
succeeded in mounting after themie but the'Tiii^a 
crowded together ori the quarter deck, were in too, 
great conyterhatign to takil advantage of thfa jielay. 
As soon as a sufficient nuiiiber of Americatis gain- 
ed the deck, tiiey rushed upon the Tripolifans, wb^ 
were soon overppir^redi and twenty pf ^em Were 
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'killed.^' "^riius Rays the officici report ; but^ tbe 

Tripdiitans and Neapiriitan slaves told us a diflTer- 

ent i^tpry. They said there were only eight men 

on board' the frigate ; thet twoeftJiem escaped and 

'aix were made prisoners; beteolr a single pcnton 

;kUIcd. The reader may make kis own commentik 

Afler this a tent was pitched- in front of our pri* 

'|Dn» and a strong guara kept over as at nieht—- 

'We received no more beet nor pork from the fla- 

shaw's stores, March I— 1 804— Our officers pass- 

'ed through our prison yard for the castlej where 

they were confined in future, having before been 

kept in the American consul house. We were not 

penniUed to speak to them: Capt. B., however, 

bid us be of g^od heart;, although ne looked very- 

inuch dejected himself^ 

March S6. — ^Early in the morning, some of our 
'then retuAiiog from the beach with joy sparkling in 
their eyes, Inmrmed us that a frigate with Americau 
colors was staiidiof^ in for the harbor. About 8 
' o^clock our joy was increased at obtnerving that she 
carried a white fiagatthe main. The Bashaw soon 
^responded to the signal, by hoistino; a white Ihigoir 
*the tower of the castle. As we walked the streets, 
the Turks who but the dav before had stoned ys, 
^now patted us on the shoulder, say irg." bono (good) 
'American." About 9 o^clock Consul O'Brian lan- 
ded on the beach, and went up. into -the castle.--^ 
'In about' h^lf an hour he returned and went oo. 
bonrd the frigate again^ We could not learn eith- 
er t*ie.d>ject or result of tbis^ short interview^-— 
The frigate soon bore-away ahd left us again hope- 
less. Our allowance )[^nd[ trestnient continued a- 
bout the same. Tbe men. many of them, began to 
be as naked as the natives of Pellew. Some cloth- 
ing^kid bcto iseued to «i by Clipt d. but not suffiv 
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cient for all, and thoie who had clothes sold th«iB 
to buj proTiftionfk Many of us had to drag a liea* 
vy wajegon (left by Bonaparte in his expeditioD to 
Bgjpt) Bve or sis miles into the countrj( over the 
burning sands, bardToot and shirtless, and back a- 
gain loaded with timber^ before they had any thing 
to eat, except perhaps a few raw carrots. We were 
much afHictea with vermin ; and having no change 
of clothes^ the only way we had to keep ourselves 
from them was to go on the beach and strip off our 
shH'ts, going nakecTuntil we washed them, and then 
our trowsers in the same way. 

April 15— We felt the Syroc winds; they arc 
▼ery sultry and suffocating. The Turks do not 
\nitk the- streets during the prevalence of these 
morbid gales. They told us that if these winds 
continued " tri journa, tola wiorto''— three days 
we should iail die. A fresh breeze fronuthe ocean, 
however, about two o'clock, bajiished aliapprehen- 
sions of mortality from that quarter. About tiiistime 
two of our men caught a beautiful bird, and" brought 
it to the prison. It was said to be a sweet songster. 
The Danish Consul, Mr. Nissen, had showed us 
tKe utmost kindness, and I suu^est'cd to the roen tp 
make a handsome cage for the bird and present it 
to that gentleman, as a mark of respect. White 
they were making the cage, I wrote a few verses ta 
accompany the present, as follow : 

Linss addressed to ike honfirable Mr. JVIisseii,. Dan-^ 
ish Consul, on presenting him a bird ina cage. ' 

To thee, the prisoners' warmest friend. 
This little warbling one I send. 

Committed to thy care: 
'TIS a Tripolitan, my foe. 
But tliou canst let the captive go,. 

And cleave its Aative aic. 
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Between belligerents not free, 
between two slaves — the bird and me. 

Both panting for release, 
A mediator who shall stand—* 
Pledged for the ransom all demand 

Or compromise a peace. * 

I know 'twould glad thy noble heart 
To see me from mj case depart—* 

The warbler too from his ; 
But since thj fympathy, though large. 
Can on I J one of us discharge, 

1^1 tell thee what it is :— 

Take both beneath thy friendly wing. 
And he who shall the sweetest sing, 

With thee shall fare the best. 
Until my jubilee shalLcome, 
Then let inc seek my longing home} 

The bird his Welcome tiest 

On receiving the bird and verses, he gave the me& 
who brought them a very handsome present, and 
sent for me to come and see him. I went, and he 
floated me in a very polite and friendly manner, 
gave me a handful of money, and told me he would 
try and do souiething to mitigate my suffehn&s.— • 
tie invited me to call on him as often as I cnose, 
and he would always give me something to eat and 
drink, for he thought I could sing fullas wdl as 
the bird. This jrentlemaUv though a Dane, had 
been educated in England, and was in my opinion 
as humane and accomplished a^entleman as 1 ev- 
er knew. It will be recollectedTthat Congress vo- 
ted him a golden urn as a compliment for his servi- 
ces and kindness to the Amencan prisoners whirc 
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in Tripoli. I called on him Mofteo aftft^propef 
delicac^ woald justiTj* assitttcd him. occaaioDdl j 
ID copy tag hifl papers* and always found' him the 
name bencvol^t Mutleman. Ihrough (usinfla** 
cnce, seconded bgr Capt Bainbridge* I obtained ex- 
cmption from labor, which pleasins iotsUigence 
was announced to me on the ^7ih Ma^, by Doe- 
tor Ridgley* who was permitted to visit oar sick. 
He called .the keepers and told them. in the pres- 
ence of tome of the high ofiicers of state who coo- 
firmed what he said, that it was the Bkshaw^s or- 
ders not to send me to work any more while a pri- 
soner in that place. The#e were glad Mbags of 
great joy. 

June 10 — ^We were ordered to reinove to our 
newly prepared prison. It was much more com- 
tbrtable^tlian the other and conuderabtj^ lar^.— -- 
About 100 Neapolitans (sobjjects of thie Kirg of 
Kaples) were confined with as. making in th^^ 
whole upwards of 350 of us in one apartment 
every n^t. 

. JxXj ^^— The benevolent Danish Consul sent for 
me and made me a present of money to ettaUe^ me 
to celebrate the day. I selected seme of the nast 
decent men» and we went by pi ' ueeasinn out on 
the sands of the beach, where we seated ourselves 
on a stone platform, the remains of an anci^t 
reservoir} under the cooling shade of an emnge^ 
tree, open to r^freibing breeases A>om the sea-— ^ 
Here we sat and regaled ourselves with the juice 
of t^e date.tree, which the inhabitants call io^by, 
until we aimpat fms0t that while cffering a Kbatiun 
fo^ki)rrty, we ourselves were wrctch(*d slaves.-— 
T6l|iKi|uor, which is the san^e as palm wine, runs 
Oimi nBiie date QF palm tree like our maple sap^ 
dioug$ ^^ t^e limbs instead of tlte body, and la^ 
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m strong jui Tenerifle, ri^^t frmn the .tree/ but' 
aoon loteft its spirit. Towards eTeoihg we re- 
tttrned to our gloomy prison with several jugs of 
the wholesome and cheering bererage. 

Three or four of our shipping hove in stg^t a- 
little before sunset and they eontinued to show 
themseWes occasionally off the haYbor utitil thia- 
diird <faij of Augast. when our men m the forenoon 
returning from the beacb» told uar that tlnVhole 
coast wa» lined with American shippttig* standing 
in for the harbor. The Turks' were m'^at trepi- 
dation-^ nothing but beating and stonirtgand dri* 
?ing vs with horrid imprecations. At three quar- 
ters past two, oar squadron commenced 'the action 
by throwing shells into the town. In an iustantr 
the eneraj^s shipping and batteries openeti a tre* 
mendoQs fiiVr which was promptly returned bjinv 
whole squadron within grape shot distance, l^'^e 
were all locked in the prison, snd a strong |>uard' 
set over us. The shells which they sent pas^etl di- 
rectly over our prison, with .a whizsnng sound, aktd 
fell harmless in the sandti without the walls of the 
town«^ This action continued Ultnearly sun-down^ 
wi4b some intermis^iions, during which odr nen tit 
quads were taken from the prison to carry kei^s of 
powder from the magazine in the castle to* d uTrent 
Ibrts, and were beaten at every step, with a henvf 
burthen on their shoulders. One of our tars being 
drafted for this purp<toe, when he came to the ttmffLf 
xine, and saw one of his shipmate*^ just entering int^ 
the vault where the powder was kept, put hif»nncer 
en his nose which happened to be of a fiery loloi; 
and cried out **tr«tw/ tnircfc de ftugoP^ /tak« 
care, much fice I) — which so pleased seme or the 
Turks who stood round, that the fellow who gave 
the caution ; was ordered to relum Ao the piism 
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and. rest, without catrjing the powder, amidst tb^ 
bursts of laughter which his wit had excited. But 
the mati with' the red nose never forgave him tor 
80 pointed an insult, in making him the butt of his 
ridicule at such a fearful time.— The result of this 
action is well known; it terminated gloriouslf, 
but did not effect the object of releasing the pn* 
Boners. Amon^ the Americans there was only 
one killed (Lieut. Jamfs Ikcatur) and thirteen 
wounded. The number of killed and wounded 
amons the eneroj eannot be ascertained, but it was 
considerable. 

On the 7tb of Aagust, there was another attack 
made by Com. Preble. Their seven-gun battery 
was silenced in less than two hours, except one 
gun. The walls of the other forts were greatly 
injcrred. One of our gunboats was blown op, by 
a shot from the enemy which passed through her 
Dia&azine. She had on board twenty-eight offi- 
cers, seamen and marines, ten of whom were kill- 
ed and sis wounded. Au^. \7 — Fifteen dead 
Americans were found on the beach, drifted 
ashore. The Bashaw gave permission and we 
buried them as decently as we could. On the 27th 
of Aug, Com. Prebie again attacked the place.— ^ 
At one A. M. the gunboats in two divisions, led 
by Captains Decatur and Vomers, were ordered to 
advance and take their stations close to the rocks 
at the entrance of the harbdr, within grapeshot 
distance from the Bashaw's castle. The Syren, 
Argus, Vixen, Nautilus, Enterprize, and boats of 
the squadron accompanied them. 
- A warm engageuient ensued, which my limits 
in this publication will not permit me' to detail.— 
Com. Preble in the- Constitution performed the 
most daring Acta. He ran close in under the 
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batteries, and coiitinttvd in that perilous postti(>|i 
until he had thrown 300 roand shot,, besides grapiB 
and canister,, into the Bashaw's castie and batter- 
ies. Great slaughter was made among the enemj^s 
gunboats« Our vesselt^ were considerably injured 
ID Uieir sails and rigging. The Constitation was 
considerably injured above her hull ; one of h^r 
anchor stocks and larboard cable was shot away, 
and a number of grape sifiots was strikingp in dif- 
ferent parts of her hull, but not a man hurt! !!-»- 
The gunboats fired upwarus of 400 round shot, 
besides grape and canisten All our officera and 
'seamen behaved with the utmost intrepidity. A 
boat belonging to the John A.dams was sui^k by 
a double headed shot from the batteries, which* 
killed three men and badly wounded o le. 

The Trij^litans began to be frightened^ ao4' 
some of their principal officers treated us with 
more respect than before the attacks, but the low 
wretches continued to abuse and ins.ult ua, and 
£ome of the keepers who hud lost friends in tfie 
engagements, were more savage than ever. Tha 
management of the^pnsouers was in a great meas- 
ure confided to these inhuman villains, and they 
almost starved us to deatii. We wrote to Capt. 
Bainbrldge, or I wrote in thcj^name of the prison- 
ers, that it was impossible for us to exist under 
such suflferiugs as we now experienced^ and the 
Capt. engaged the Danish Consul to furnish as 
vfith one pound of beef per man, with vesetablet 
for soup, and one loaf of white bread in addition to 
the Bashaw's allowance*. The meat and vegeta- 
bles we were to receive twice a week, ancT the 
' bread once a day. As I was exempt from labor, 
the task of superintendinff the drawing and divi- 
ding the proTisions, d^YoTved on me. It was a 
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^afps and batteries. This was the sweetest music 
that ever sounded in m v. ears We remained in 
'lVipf)li that ni2,ht, and the tiext d'^y went aboard 
of cfiflfcrent thips — I was sent to the'Esssex. We 
left those of our crew who had turned Vutk, in 
Tripoli-^ viz. Wilson, West, Smith, Hfxmer,and 
Prince Sinith and Prini-e were Americans^^the 
othei*s foreigners. I. was made captain's clerk oa 
boani the Esst»x, whichon the 4th of July was ly- 
irts; in Syracuse harbor. Being requests the day 
before to prepare a.song for the celebration of Inde- 
pSendence ashore, f wrote the following, which 
was sung at table by consul Lear and encored three 
or four times. General Eaton was present, and he 
insisted -on my taking a seat beside him, which f 
did, and had tne pleasure of taking a glass of wine 
with that hero now conquered by death. Our whole 
squadron were here, and there were a^*eatmany 
officers present — ^.Bnt the song. 

Hail Independence 1 hail once more! 
To meet thee on a foreign shore. 
Our hearts and souls rejoice ; 
To see thy sons assembled here, 
.Thy name is rendered doubly dear— 
■ 51orecl)arming is thy voice. 

A host of heroes bright with fame. 
A Prel>le*and Decatur's name, 

Our fateful songs demand ; 
And let our voices loudly rise. 
At Eaton's daring enterprise, 

And red victorious haud. 

That recreant hord? of b<)rb'rous lbes> 
Our deathless heroics bled -t' oppose* 
Can never stand the test, . 



AUTHOR'S LIFE. 249 

When s:rapp1ec] wifli our dauntless <ar8. 
Their c-'^srent wanes beside our stars, 
Aud quickly sinks to rest. 

Thy spirit, born in darkest times, 
Illumes the world's remotest climes. 

Where'er thy champions tread 
Like lightning flashM on Barb'ry's plains — 
Dissolved the groaning; captive's chains. 

And struck the oppressor dead. 

TIail Independence! glorious day, 
Which chased the clouds of night away, 

That o'er our country hung ; 

Re-tune the voice, and let us hear 
The song encoi e — a louder cheer 

Resound from every tongue. 

Huzza ! may freedom's banners wave, 
Tliose banners that have freed the slave. 

With new all-conqu'ring charms; 
Till nature's works in death shall lest 
And never may the Tar be pressed 

But in his fair one's amis. 

It will be recollected that Gen. Eaton took the 
town of Derne while our squadron was blockading 
Tripoli, and that his bra?ery contributed {;reall\ to 
the humbling of the Regency, and bringing him to 
close with the terms of peace made by Col. Lear. 

When I went on board the Essex, it was ex- 
pected she would sail for America in a short time. 
X'he President sailed in September, aud the most 
of the pris6ners went home in her; but when I 
applied to go with tliem, the ofHcers oi the Ebucx 
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toUl mr that we sltould sail in about six week^J 
and as I had a «>ood station »boan!, persuaded me 
io renniin. The Esspx, a§ it happened, did not 
sait until tlie next June. Mj situation, however, 
on board of this frigate was very pleasant. We 
visited Tunis, Algiers. I'angier, Malaga, Cadiz, 
and Gil>r altar. My duty was very easy, and my 
lirins: of the lest kind. Al.out the 12th of June, 
Com. Rop»rs took command of the Essex, and 
Capt. Campbell went on t)oard rhe Constitution and 
refrained as Commotloreon the station.— We bail- 
ed for America, was in the middle of* the Atlantic 
at the time of the ^reat eclipse, and arrived at 
the city of Washington about the middle of Au- 
gust, iSOC— havinjf been absent from my native 
country upwards of three }ear?—- sometimeB at a 
distance of 60C0 miles— a prisoner in Tripoli nine- 
teen montlss and four days, and on the ocean the 
remainder of the tin-e. 1 Ftaid in W cshinpton 
about a ivcek, to ^rf some cl( thes n<ade, and reach- 
ed my family, a wifo end one child, whom 1 found 
well, about the first of Se| ttmher. 

In the fall of 1£CP, 1 renoied to the fouutv of 
Kssex, where I ag;ain comm* need ii:erchaiidize, 
and again ui successful. Here 1 was appointed 
a Justice of the peace, and in 181^. on the de- 
claration of war, I tcndend m} seivicts to Gov. 
Tompkins, and was a]>pcintcd Brlftade Quarter- 
n aster of the Sd I^rigadc ot detached militia, with 
the pay and rail ol JMajor. 1 in n^cdiately repair- 
ed to my statioi' Et Plattsburgh, w! ere I remained 
about six months, until the militia were discharged, 
and tJ en ren.o^ed with my family to Whitesbo- 
itiUjih. Iftri' 1 res'dec' until spring;, intending to 
enter tie repi^ar ^trvict ; but altering my deter- 
r.jLaUcn, nut hcMc^er, for the want of aatatioli, I 
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removed to Herkiuier, where I spent ihe summer ; 
and in the winter of 1814, I removed to the til- 
lage of Skaiieateles in the coun'y of Onondaga, and 
went into the l)ru;;;iist business Peace being 
concluded when I had a considerable 8tock m 
|!;ood8 on hand, purchased at war prices, I was 
once more compelled to quit business ; and in 
January 1816, I removed to the village of Onon- 
daga Court House, where 1 have resided ever 
since, holding from the sprin«; after I came here 
until hist winter, the office oi magistrate, and for 
some part of the time, a comuiissioner in courts of 
record, &c. Ever since 1 lived in this county, I 
have l)ecn attached to the Protestant Kpiscopal 
Church, which 1 believe to be the true apostolical 
one, and from which 1 hope never to be separated, 
neither on earth nor in heaven. I hope, however, 
that I am not destitute of chanty towards Chris- 
tians of all denominations — and the whole race of 
mankind. My doubts as to the truth of the Cliris- 
tian Religion have long been dissipated, and I 
trust will never return. In politics 1 Lave alwajs 
been a republican, and al%iavs shall be. The Kthi- 
opian ran as well change his skin, or tiie Leopard 
his spot, as 1 can nty political creed. 1 have had 
many v.arm contests with n\en whom I highlj 
esteem in every other respect, which I sincere! j 
regret, although I make no concessions, for 1 was 
sincerely persuaded, at the time, that 1 was ri^ht. 

Having in my proposals confined n»yselt to a cer- 
tain number ol pages in this publicatipn, I have 
been obii<ied to pass over many important scenes 
in my lif<- ft-r vant of ^tfficient'room. 

1 have seen a coiisiderable portion ol the world- 
been acquainted With people of all nations and of 
all descriptions, under every ciicunibtacce and in 
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every situation ; and the result of my experience 
lias brought me to the conclusion,— 



-** TLst bappineM ilncme 



J$ iio vhere to be Ibiind, sr c^*ry where; 

That rirtce, 0JkIy,itaiiK bliMbelov.— ' 

4^ tU (jvc.lBMwIedip if-*-OURSEJLV£S TO JUK> V»^ 
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i KNOW WHAT THE WORLD I^. 

i* £Now what the world is — ^a Syren, whose voice 

Eochantin^lj wilders the soul. 
And leads it, divested of reason or choice, 

To drink of her death-mingled bowl. 

I know what the world is^how vain its delights^ 
How transient and fading its joys ; 

Its banquets are poison'd — the smile that invites^ 
Allures to the gulf that destroys. 

linow what tiie worU Im — its pUaaures and ptfna 

I've tasted, and poignantly felt ; 
Its losses have suffered, and bhar'd in its gainSi 

And with its adorers have knelt 

^11 all a false glitter, a 6cticm, a dream. 
As thousands have told us before ; 

:And he who would catch from its glory a beam^ 
Must think of contentment no more. 

But there is a refuge from trouble and strife^ 
A shelter from heart-pelting storms— 

A sweet smelling savor of life unto life. 
In all its angelical forms ^-^ 

The portals of Zlon, the heav'n ef the bleat^ 

Are open'd for all to come in ; 
And there may the wand 'ring and weary find rest 

From all the fierce conflicts ef sin. 

Secure from temptations, or toils^^or alarms. 

The Bouls of^the just shall repose 
la^ their blest Creator*s cmnipotent arms. 

Eternally safe franthmfoes. 
Y 
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As clouds of thick darkoess envelope the %unf. 

And hide his rich beams from our sights 
The face of creation looks dreary and duD» 

Till flattered again with his light ; 

And when, as the morning, in scarlet and gold^ 
And fresh flowing beauty appears. 

Air. nature rejoices, those ejes to behold 
That melt awaj night with their tears ; 

So let the firm Christian, who gropes for awhile 
Through trouble's dark mazes, forlorn-*— 

De cheer'd wkh 4k%eiiop» ti^t^ felicity *• siuile 
Will break oa his soul inthe morn. 

I know what the world ia— its circle I've sceii« 
And look'd its diafmeter through ; 

The gates to its pleasures have pitfalls between^ 
And death is in all we pursue* 

The world is all shadow— *once mope be it said. 
And if these monitions ye slight. 

Go look on the dying— survey hialone bed. 
And this will instruct you aright. 

Eternity ! 0« what a life-giving sound \ 

Eternity, Christian, is thine ! 
A j<^ful eternity^ bliss without bound. 

And lasting as ^ory divine. 

I know what the world is— 4t ne'er can give thia^ 
And all it can ever bestow, . 

Is one fleeting moment of fast fading bUSs, 
Succeeded by heart-rending wo. 

THE £A*A 
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ERRATA. 

JPage 21. Erase finst G'Knes. 

61. 31. from top, for " belongs^' read periain$^ 

88. 91. fr. top, for ** harsh" read ha^. 

96. 7 l.fr. b. for •« life their'' read their life. 

98. 12 1. fr. b. read up before '' so high." 
1 IS* 12 L fr. top» for ** whaling" read worthy. 
114. 5 1. fr. top, for '' pregnant with^' read 

full of calm* 
170. 71. fr. b. erase " from."' 
£25. 18 I fr. b. read this before «' is the." 
228. 6 1. fr. b. for " when" read where, 

234. 5 1. fr. top for " personally" read presintltf* 

235. 3 1. h, b, for '^ obedients" read obedient 

semmnts* 

236. 6 I. fr. top, for " barred" read buried. 
242. 12 1. fr. b»for « procession'* read permissUnu 
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